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sunshine 
Song 


STEPHEN MOORE 


“Live in the sunshine; don’t live in gloom; 
Carry some gladness the world to illume; 
Live in the brightness, and take this to heart, 
The world will be gayer if you'll do your part. 
Live on the house-top — not down in the cell; 
Open-air Christians, live nobly and well.” 
Margaret E. Sangster. 
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DEDIGATED 
To loving friends afar or near, 
Whose Christian fellowship | share, 
To those whose memories are dear, 


Who now are living “ over there,” 
To her who most has blest my life— 
My faithful, loyal, loving wife. 


FOREWORD 


EVERAL, years ago the wniter 
published, for private distribution, 


a booklet of verses under the title of 
“‘ Loose Leaves Bound ;” afterwards 
| a second edition, containing some 
| additional matter, as “A Handful of 
Leaves.” 

These are now exhausted; and 
at the solicitation of many friends 
who have expressed a desire to see 
these verses embodied in a more 

permanent form, the present edition, including some new thoughts 
hitherto not published, is issued in book form, that whatever good 
may come from its perusal may be available. 

Several of these poems have appeared in ‘‘ The Watchman” from 
time to time, and some have been widely copied in other papers. 
They have been written on various occasions in spare moments 
snatched from a busy business life, and no claim is made for poetic 
merit; but the author desires here to express his gratitude to the many 
scores of friendly readers who have sent letters of kind and unde- 


served praise, whose appreciation has led to the present publication. 


WHAT? 


[LEAVES loosened from the tree of thought 
Oft falling on the soul unsought 
Within these covers careless caught 
For friends alone. 


Wrought in a wreath by printer’s art, 
Perchance they may some cheer impart, 
Or crown with hope a weary heart 
To sadness prone. 


May help some friend to look away 
From light that fails and clouds that stay, 
And see that Heaven’s eternal day 


Is all his own. 


Why ? 


@WAS years ago.—Some thoughts awing I caught, 


And, fast upon a group of leaves enwrought 
I bound them up and made me many sheaves. 
And “Loose Leaves Bound” I cast upon the breeze. 
They fell among the friends whom I had known 
In christian fellowship so widely strown. 
And such kind words came back from far and near 
As gave new strength to friendships ever dear. 
And now again with ever-flowing time 
Some dreams have come that range themselves in rhyme. 
Simple, I know, but coming from the heart. 
I love to give them form ere they depart. 
And so another group I gladly lay 
On friendship’s blessed altar while I may. 


[ viii ] 


After Santiago 

Allston Chapel Dedication 

Arlington Heights Chapel, Corner Stone 
At Eventide 

Beautiful Day 

Bells of Florence 


Boston Baptist Social Union, Autumn Rally 


Boston Baptist Social Union, Closing Song 

Boston Baptist Social Union, Song 

Boston South Sunday School Association Fiftieth Anniversary 

Brockton Baptist Church, Corner Stone....--.. .-.........--.--.---.--------22--- 
Children’s Call, The 

Christmas 

Consecration 

Convention Hymn 

MSO OKs CHI: Ale cae eee estar ates saenan ee nates eon eee parree eeeers Eee eer es ieee re 114 
Wyre: Vetus Srna hes Fo aoa scale ww cc sec ccna ne wenn es ease yas bay seneee seen awe cessaeadnes esa 4 
Dream, A -...-----.---- 

Evening Hymn 

Evening Prayer 

Farewell to Sabbath Home 

Father Time 

Footsteps of Jesus 

Ford Building Corner Stone ........-.--..-.-----.-.------2 22-2 --2e2 cece eee : 

Words; Daniel Sh x piece. .c ence sees ance cece eee ee raa tare eee nena eA ire ’ 
Ford Building, Dedication 

Fribourg Organ 

Friend, To a -...-----.-----------.---- 

ida hy Bet WB Uh dover ete peeeeeenne Pe eer ec perp cer perce reer mere ere eer Te meee Lee eee 
Good Cheer, The Gospel of --..---- S33 Bo aye SONS eee BAe colt vein g ae reas : 


Haskell, Henry A. ....- Sebae abeh eetesds oe ean Rewer ase x 
Ha tela; Jesse Woiccecce vec sco es oes a aa aa eae re ae ee eee Oe 
Halisvof:God,o Uhesesoececree eee peer eee 


Hymn; J.P McCullaghe: -22c22sccee casccncs coe nene caneaeceenceesncseesete ener esp aeseee enema 
Idyl, An -.....-.- Sai sian ee aise ao rete oa cer ak a eae Serene Da eee ee Seaegeere 
Inspiration ...--.-.-.....-...-.. J as os Soa acikee dae nasa niscridae da we Re eames 63 
U.Would; Have! Told) ou s2cccsegeset ey oe testes sever eee epeneae egeauacsaedc ete ee 
Ol Col 1 > fee ae ee a a ee a Ra OR ee ee Ie ee RR 


Kingsley, Chester Ward...--.. Be eeeeeseecaceee me ese Peete ee es 
Lake Sunapee ...-.....-...........-..- ee ee eee Been sad siete fe SRS al ea 76 
ast Lent, ose2 teu ; 

Laymen’s Rally Song... ee se eee Z 
BTS (ener rere 

Life’s Afternoon ---........... gkgnave cus itnistsisastiey eens : Tepe ee ee ae 
Dife’s A wt co scs.c: sacs cccecs ces aoucensenveisecs 

Life’s Mystery........... ... ..... a COP aa Neca nee ees bese fOT 
Lines for Calendar ................-.... 


Main, William W., Wedding Anniversary .......... ....--...... 

Marching Song, Our ..................... SRRELEEEUE soar quetou sear cuentauc tonne n See aeRO ERR, 
Medford Chapel Corner Stone ..... SC Ne eee : Sustasane sax | Et 
Meditations ..--...-......---.-......... Se Ae Se ae vee fe ga eae Se oR 49 
Meditation at Exyemi ing ce ..c2 << 2: cnc00-casse0necssesenneeececesaecevacsscne eewescatedometocatne ik 24 
Melrose Church, Corner Stone Son oe Soe devs erdemneeaehnaeee OS 
Morituri Te Salutamus pansais Saiah base oanpsengRCo Re eeaer pases : 42 
Most Beautiful Thing, The... i esennecereasans . auatassectscepmcsmaces G0 
Munroe, William Adams ....... satin gohan tate vedas vvEb escheat oe en 
New Bedford Emmanuel Church, Corner Stone ............... .... “eines 74 
New Bedford, South Baptist Church, Corner Stone........ axpenannsomnpaal OS 
The News ...... ----.-.--- Seckiekos eeceee Favkavi veccunesaetecwueenseeee 
Newton, Immanuel Baptist Church, Corner Stone ...... 

The New Year ...-..... ......-..---- 

New Year’s Resolves Kuda easlvaueacee intr ce ta omen nae een 
Now I Lay Me Down : Ded tekstoe sent Sc Oe 
$900) poke acacenc ates te avers ray . = dt a8 Saesde nate bauaceaese CoReas tee yn cents eee ee eeeee 
1900160 Lees esr rathvaitenesceeess Peete er ke a) | 
Old Near and ‘tho N ewieccesees cp aseceecannncs eerie see ieer eee ees ee eee : 


Old Year’s:Plaint)2-cac.cs-: 2 artes eee 
Opening Hymn for Sunday School —...........---------------2-.2---0-2222000eeeee-- aera 


Our Father, When ye Pray, Say .-......--.- 

Outlook; The’ Margen: -2cq.22<-5o5-30sc-e sage coseses so saceens Pecne mace te te steed sce ce eee hae 
Passing of Little Paul, ‘The ---------.---.----<--<:---0---e<c0s--0-s ae: 

Past, Oure--- == So aS eens ah ase ents e eee PaeceteaEe Fees: ee sth 
Pastor) Merrill --.- =-.-._.-. guseeteeeeenuss 


Philosophy, A Bit of .. 
Potter’s Clay ...... - eA ee ne oe aR er ee ee rae pee ee es 
Quiet Hour, The......... -........--- Sect S a ee ar og as cee Pa ree eee : 
Second) Mile, The x5. 2.2.2: sxecccc-- ease eee 2 
Song of the Pilgrims peeree Se ee ae See ee a 


Soul's Inquiry; Cie 2-22. coe 5 oe enee vase case 
Souls’s Uplands, The ................. saeaean seca 5 
Sowing and Reaping 
Streams of Life, The -......-....... eco ae seo aS oe eae ng ee Be 

punday Sehool Anniversary, 2 -<=c6o022s22--3nc 0-2 aces eee s6se coda ies ge cae seeegioee= cosas se car= 


Sunday School Convention -.....................-----.------- eee eee ee 


Sunday School Opening Hymns oc--gsse 2 cesest sae ses sec ec asco es sesaees eee 
Sunday School Song ....-.....- ee ee ae een eae pate 


Sunday School Teachers -...----. Be Sees care eee EOP aes 
Sunday Schoo] Welcome Address ...-.----...---.. -----------02-002+----- 


Sunshine <----.-.-------- ba noe eee 


Teacher, Our - 


Teacher’s Prayer, The 


harks elvan peer tesa eae 


Thy Kingdom Come ......- -.....---- 

Thy Worda Lamp .............. : 

Touch of Jesus, The --.---- 

Two Rivers -...-.---...--.. 

Unknown, The -..--.---....----- ey acetate 
Vacation Daye -c------<0e-22-20--05=2-- 
BUT) it ae Wey eepete renee 

Vision of the Monk... 

Waiting for the Tide, ... 

The Watch Friend. ----..- , 

Way, The Truth and The Life, The......-...-.-- 
West Roxbury Church, Turning the Sod 
West Roxbury Church, Corner Stone 


[xv J 


ILLUSTRATIONS 


Fillippino Lippi 
Angelus, The Jean Francois Millet 
Antoinette W. A. Bougereau 
Gamparnte Florence 
GChild’s Head 
Ghrist Blessing Little Children’ 
Churches 
South Medford 
Allston 
Immanuel Baptist 
South Baptist 
West Roxbury 
Evening Prayer, The 
Evening Prayer, The Meyer Von Bremen 
End of the Day, The L. E. Adan 
Ford Building (exterior) Boston, Mass 
Ford Building (interior) Boston, Mass 
Meyer Von Bremen 
C. Von Bodenhansen 
Organ Fantasy Geo. Von Koessliss 


Otter Lake Greenfield, N. H 
Portraits 


Henry A Gooke 
Daniel S. Ford 
Stephen Greene 
Jesse W. Hatch 
Chester W. Kingsley 
William W. Main 


Moore and Main 
Return of the Vintagers...L. &. Adan 
Sir Joshua Reynolds 
Singing Children, The....Lucca della Robbia....Frontispiece 
Sphynx, The 
Stratford-on-Avon England 
Sudbury, Mass 


{ xvi ] 


J SUNSHINE 
D 


IN SONG 


SUNSHINE IN SONG 


Sunshine 


(i) SUNSHINE bright thy glowing light 
Bathes all the sky with golden glory; 
Beyond the clouds, beyond the world, 
Thy radiant banners, never furled, 
Proclaim thy source through ages hoary. 


What though ’tis night, and lost to sight, 
We miss thee till a glad tomorrow ? 

Thou’rt shining still on other lands, 

And meeting all the world’s demands 
To brighten life and banish sorrow. 


Such is the love of God above, 
Pervading all His wide creation; 
Though clouds may for a moment hide, 
His grace forever doth abide, 
For every waiting name and nation. 


Then why come tears and ghostly fears, 

And cares like clouds with thunder rolling ? 
Beyond life’s daily, dreary cares, 
Eternal Hope for him who dares 

Lies in God’s gracious love controlling. 


Though clouds come fast they'll soon be past, 
Look through and see the golden lining, 
The earth-born clouds of fog and mist, 
When once by sunshine sweetly kissed 
Make sunshine bright with glory shining. 


Then let our joy without alloy 
See God’s sweet sunshine all pervading: 
Drive dreary care and grief away; 
Make life one grand sun-shining day ; 
With love to God and man ne’er fading. 


As us 


The Gospel of Good Cheer 


i WALK on the sunny side of the street 
When the day is chill and cold; 
Have a cheery word for all you meet, 
And a smile that shines like gold. 
Yes, walk on the sunny side of the street; 
Whatever happens, keep sweet, keep sweet. 


The path of life is oft cold and dark, 
And shadows obscure the way; 
And sin and sorrow gaunt and stark 
We meet from day to day. 
But bring to the sunny side of the street 
The sad and the homeless the sunshine to greet. 


Sometimes you're wronged and must protest 
Against the sneer and scoff ; 
It’s a mighty strain, but do your best 
With a smile that won't come off: 
And walk on the sunny side of the street, 
And sing to yourself, “keep sweet, keep sweet.” 


[2] 


You'll meet the poor and the sick and the lame ; 
And of course out comes your purse. 
And while you help smile just the same, 
For surely it might be worse. 
Then keep on the sunny side of the street, 
With a smile that every one loves to greet. 


There’s never a cloud but ‘twill go away, 
Nor a fog but the sun breaks through; 
There’s sunshine somewhere every day, 
Then let it shine on you. 
And keep on the sunny side of the street ; 
And whatever may happen, keep sweet, keep sweet. 


VEnvoi 


get the Sun of Righteousness warm your soul 
With Faith and Hope and Love, 
And the path of life will be bright to the goal 


That awaits the traveller above. 


So keep in God’s sunshine and all whom you meet 
Will catch the enchantment and learn to “keep sweet.” 


Did Jesus Smile ? 


 JOTHER, I read how Jesus sat 
Beside a well one day; 

That he was tired and hungry too, 
And weary was the way. 

I read how more than once He wept; 
How He prayed on mountain wild; 

How He meekly bore his sorrows sore, 
But never that He smiled.” 


‘My boy, our Savior was a man 
Of sorrows long foretold; 
No grief He spared, all pains He dared 
To bring us to His fold. 
But if you read between the lines 
And think with care, my child, 
I think you'll find it on your mind 
That Jesus often smiled.” 


“When to Mary and Martha’s home He came, 

Where He loved so well to stay, 

Did He always wear a solemn face? 
My boy, I tell you, Nay. 

If only we might live like Him, 
And be as free from guile, 

We'd oftener meet and oftener greet 
With a tender loving smile.” 


“T think when He was a little boy, 
He played as children do; 
That He ran and romped in a boyish way, 
And laughed and shouted too. 


[4] 


i think, at Cana’s marriage feast, 
No gloom His heart beguiled; 

But His face was bright with loving light, 
And I’m sure He must have smiled.” 


“ When He took five loaves and fishes two, 

From the hand of a little boy, 

Think you He did not look in his face 
With a smile of quiet joy? 

When the woman came to the temple chest, 
With gold and silver piled, 

And in His sight dropped in her mite, 
I’m sure on her He smiled.” 


“ When the little children came to Him, 
And climbed upon His knee, 


If He had never a smile for them 
Had they dared to be so free? 

When in His arms and into His heart 
He took each loving child, 

In each artless face with tender grace 
I’m sure He must have smiled.” 


“ And Jesus loves the children now 

As of old in Palestine; 

And when they come to Him, His heart 
Doth closely them entwine. 

So come and trust Him every day, 
And be His loving child, 

He’ll to your heart this truth impart,— 
That He has on you smiled.” 


[5] 


Vacation Days 
WAY from the city’s dust and din, 
Away from its truck and trade; 
Away from the struggle who’s to win; 
And the things that man has made. 
I come to the God-created groves: 
To the scent of the healthful pine; 
And the hills stand high against the sky, 


And God’s great world is mine. 


Away from the hot sun-smitten street 
Where the fakir cries his wares; 

And the jostling crowd together meet, 
And none for others cares. 

O come where the gentle day begins 
With the song of the oriole ; 

And ends with the trill of the whippoorwill 
And rest for the grateful soul. 


Away from Fashion’s foolish ways; 
From the swallow-tails and lace ; 
Away from where Miss Grundy says 


How each must take his place. 


Between the pines my hammock swings; 


At ease I lay me down; 
My oar I take and on the lake 


I watch the sun go down. 


[6] 
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Away from the city’s rush and crush 
And the auto’s honking horn; 


Away from busy, bustling cares 
That each day sees new-born. 

O come where the balsam scented wind 
Blows cool across the sod, 

And look with me in all we see, 
Through nature up to God. 


L’Envoi 
ND yet, and yet, we cannot forget 
The city's hidden life; 
The fragrance of sweet charity 
Amid the seeming strife. 
Though poverty and hidden woe 
Too often may abound, 


True loving hearts where God imparts 


His Holy Love abound. 


Life’s Affernoon 
“At evening time it shall be light.’”’-—Zech. XIV: 7. 
4 'VE passed the bourn of youth I know: I’m three score 
years today; 
The hopes and joys of early days have passed with them 
away; 
But brighter hopes and lasting joys have taken all their 
place, 
And my soul is young again today ; of age it knows no trace. 
’Tis the afternoon of life, I know, but God is wondrous kind, 
And I face me toward the western sky and the shadows fall 
behind. 


I know the days are slipping by that I on earth shall spend, 

But in the land that lies afar the years will have no end. 

I've many dear ones all around, and love is a mighty bond, 

But I have many, many more, away in the great beyond. 

Then what if ’tis afternoon with me, I’m sure I'll never 
mind, 

But I'll face me toward the western sky and the shadows fall 
behind. 


The way is long that I have come; sometimes ‘twas all up 
hill; 

And the wind it often blew in my face, and the clouds 
betokened ill. 


But I learned at last there was one strong hand;— to cling 
to it I tried; 

It has led me safely ever since; ‘twas the hand of the 
Crucified. 

And now in the afternoon of life as the shadows longer grow 

I keep my face to the western sun and wait for the sunset 
glow. 


[8] 
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‘O friends, who have passed life’s crest with me and are on 
the downward side, 

Do you feel the evening dampness creep, and the chill of the 
eventide? 

Would you have again the noontide glare and the shimmering 
heat of the day, 

When you know the rays of the setting sun gild the gates of 
the “far away?” 

O the afternoon and the twilight rare have a glory all their 
own; 

“And at evening time it shall be light” with the glory from 
God’s throne. 


February 9th, 1895 


Lines for Calendar 


GHIs is to-day—it was to-morrow— 
Too soon it will be yesterday. 
So passes Time, and none may borrow; 


If duty calls, make no delay. 


Help us this day kind words to say 
To cheer some heart in sorrow; 
Help me some little act to do, 


To make a bright to-morrow. 


[9] 


Two Rivers 
VER the River the willows hang, 
And the low limbs lap the tide, 
And the rushes quiver as on and on 
The wayward waters glide. 
“From whence dost thou come O River deep? 
Thy waters are never still; 
And where dost thou go in thy onward flow, 
Thy mission to fulfil? 


“Conceived in the mighty thought of God 

I was born in the ocean: kissed 

By the fervent lips of God’s great sun 
I arose in vapory mist. 

Borne far away by the winds of heaven, 
I lodged on a mountain side; 

I sank in the earth and it soon brought forth 
A spring where the vapor died. 


And many another spring as well 
Joined with me on the hill; 

And large and larger grew the stream 
Until these banks we fill. 

Now sometimes fast and sometimes slow 
We glide along our way; 

Men check our flow to make mills go; 


We work as well as play. 


[10] 
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“So rushing, halting, journeying on, 
We run our ceaseless course, 
Until we reach the great blue sea 
From whence we had our source. 
There where ten thousand rivers meet, 
We mingle clean and pure; 
Thus we fulfil our Maker’s will 


And rest in peace secure.” 


I stood beside the busy street 
And watched the onward stride 

Of rushing, halting, hurrying feet, 
A mighty human tide. 

“Whence come all these and whither go?” 

I asked my inner soul. 

The Infinite Sea of Eternity 
Is their birthplace and their goal. 


So out of the Infinite comes the soul 
And runs its race on earth; 
Now swift, now slow, now smooth, now rough, 
It finds its place of birth. 
In the arms of the Infinite God of Love, 
It joins those gone before. 
God give us rest among the blest, 
Who live for ever more. 


{11] 


The Bells of Florence 


Every traveller coming to Florence is struck by the incessant ringing of 
bells and the peculiar chimes that mingle with the tones 


BELLS of Florence ever ringing 
From your ancient turrets high, 

With your mingled voices bringing 

Dreams of many a day gone by. 
In your lofty steeples swinging 

’Mid the doves that nestle there, 
You thro’ centuries were singing 

Far above life’s fret and care. 


Bells of Florence, Dante heard you 
When he wrought his wond’rous theme: 
Did he think the angels stirred you 
Or the demons, in his dream? 
And when Florence, cold, unfeeling, 
Sent her poet from her shore, 
Did you plead with tones appealing 
That he might return once more? 


Bells of Florence, bells of Florence, 
At Savonarola’s pyre, 
Were you silent with abhorrence 
When his soul went up in fire? 
Saw you not the angels bringing 
His great spirit to its Lord? 
Evermore in all your ringing 
Has there been a minor chord? 


Bells of Florence, your vibrations 
Shook the centuries as they passed; 
Startled dukes and doges, nations, 
Woke the church to feast or fast ; 
Tolled the knell of traitors dying, 
Merrily rang for wedding bells. 
Spoke you not for prisoners lying 
Down in deep, dark dungeon hells? 


{12 ] 
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Bells of Florence; thro’ the ages 
You have rang your changes well; 
Heard by sinners, saints and sages, 
Ever may your measure swell 
Till God’s angel shall be standing 
On the sea and on the shore, 
With the mighty voice commanding 
Time and tide to be no more. 


Bells of Florence, ring forever; 
Ring for life and truth and hope; 
Ring for death and darkness never ; 
Ring in light for those that grope; 
Ring the glory of the treasures 
Generous art has left us free; 
Ring in fuller sweeter measures 


For full Christian liberty. 


Bells of Florence, I must leave you 
And your wealth of artist lore, 

But in memory’s web I weave you 
Thence to vanish nevermore. 

Sad I leave the grand conceptions 
Genius has embodied here; 

Yet they are but dim reflections 
Of the glory to appear. 


Bells of Florence, I have harkened 
To your chiming not in vain; 
For in hours when life seems darkened, 
From you I shall courage gain. 
May my soul be like you dwelling 
Up above earth’s care and strife, 
May my voice like yours outswelling 
Speak to men the better life. 


Florence, Italy, July, 1896 


[13] 


Beyond 
JIECEMBER’S chill is in the air; 


It hints of frost and snows to come, 
The flowers are withered, trees are bare; 


The summer singing birds are dumb. 


The dead leaves drift along the way, 
The sport of every wind that blows ; 
The woods are brown, the skies are gray ; 


The daylight shrinks, the darkness grows. 


Yet in the winter’s heart concealed 
The germ of genial spring lies fast ; 
Its glories all will be revealed 


When the allotted days are past. 


The sun will shine with generous rays; 
The flowers will bloom, the birds will sing ; 
All nature will exult in praise 


Of Him who brings the new born spring. 


So when life’s autumn days draw nigh, 


As come they will beyond control, 


When youthful dreams like dead leaves lie, 


And shadowy clouds above thee roll. 


[14] 


And when the passing of the years 


Foretells the shortening of life's span; 


If ’mid a mist of hope and fears 


Creep chilling thoughts of what is man, 


Be sure that in life’s winter lies 
The germ of a new life to come; 
That brighter than the springtime skies 
Shall be the light of thy new home. 


No golden sun need bring the day: 
The Sun of Righteousness is there; 
No lamp to shed its feeble ray; 
The light of love shines everywhere. 


Then let life’s afternoon be glad; 
The golden sunset end the day ; 
Let no forebodings make thee sad; 


Thy faith in Christ shall cheer thy way. 


Lines for Calendar 


Gils day — it is a page of life to fill 
With actions, words and thoughts as I may will. 
O Heavenly Father, help me make each line 
A record that I walked with hand in Thine. 


15] 


The Vision of fhe Monk 


BDUL AHMED in his cell 
Waits the voice of vesper bell ; 
Waits the call to holy prayer,— 


Then beholds a vision rare. 


Standing ’twixt him and the light, 
Stood a form with features bright, 
Entering by no open door; 
Shadowless upon the floor. 

Calling back his wandering thought 


In some heavenly vision wrought, 


“Who art thou, O spirit fair? 
Wouldest thou my worship share ?” 


“Nay to me thy prayer should be; 
I am Christ who comes to thee. 
Hark the vesper bell doth toll; 


Bow to me and shrive thy soul.” 


Ere the monk could bow or pray 


, 


Something seemed to say him “Nay.’ 


(Leaves of aspen so are shaken 


When we feel no winds awaken.) 


Was this vision still so fair, 
Some strange spell his soul to snare? 
Then a sudden impulse feeling, 


O’er his soul strange courage stealing. 


{16 ] 


Cried he, “Let me see thy hands, 
Ere I yield to thy commands. 
And thy feet thou must unmask 


Ere thou canst my worship ask.” 


Hands and feet were now displayed, 


Gazing, cried the monk dismayed, 


“Where the nail-prints that should show 
On thy hands and feet, I trow? 
If thou art the Christ that died, 
Let me see thy wounded side. 
Thou art Satan in disguise; 


Away forever from my eyes.” 


Abdul Ahmed, in his cell, 
When he hears the vesper bell, 
Never prays to vision fair 


’Till he sees the nail-prints there. 


Christian: 

Claimest thou in Heaven a seat? 
Canst thou show the wounded feet? 
Feet well scarred in travail sore 
Going for Christ from door to door? 
Canst thou show the pierced hands 
Worn while working His commands? 
Hast thou a heart within thy side 
Wounded for the Crucified? 

Hands and heart and feet can show 


How thy love for Christ doth flow. 


[17] 


A Dream 
| ONCE had a dream, as said Byron, the poet ; 


“Yet not all a dream,” he said and I know it. 
A gentlemen living in Mars came to earth; 
(You well know that Mars is the nearest of stars) 
And having thus strayed from the place of his birth 
He asked me, as being the first man he found, 
If I, in all kindness, would show him around, 
He being a stranger, and withal quite a ranger, 
I took him at once toa street in our town 
To show him the creatures that strolled up and down. 


First came a young man with a coat well designed; 
Four buttons in front and two on behind. 

“Now tell me,” said he, “for it seems very queer, 
What use are those buttons that go on the rear?” 
Said I “’Tis a fashion that’s old as the hills, 

And every poor mortal its orders fulfills.” 

Said he “Did you ever once think what they cost? 
Twenty millions of coats with two buttons apiece? 
Forty millions of buttons, see how much is lost. 
Your country'll be ruined if this doesn’t cease. 

A ‘Barrel’ of money you yearly release. 

Twenty thousand barrels of flour it would buy, 


To give to poor people for hunger who cry.” 
O people awake! and make one brave dash on 
The throne of that wicked old tyrant called “Fashion.” 


“ But what is that thing on the head of the man 
So shiny and black, of cylindrical plan? 
Does he carry things in it or only his head? 
Please tell me about it, he wonderingly said. 


“We call it a hat and please notice meanwhile 


That it’s quite a necessity—just in the style— 

You may not like it but please go slow. 

When fashion doth order it, on it must go.” 
“O people,” he cried, with a voice full of passion, 
“When will you get rid of the demon called Fashion.” 


Just then came a lady well dressed as you’ll find, 
Her hat-brim first, and her dressed trailed behind. 

“O what is that shed-roof that’s moving along, 
With a sweet face beneath it as sweet as a song? 
And what is that fluffy stuff sweeping the dirt 
That follows the lady?” “O that is a skirt, 
Sometimes she carries it in her left hand.” 

“Why not cut it off?” “I don't understand 
Except ‘tis the fashion, and all must obey ;” 

“O Fashion,” said he, “ you should slay it at once 
And give your poor sisters and wives half a chance.” 


Along down the street we soon came to another; 
He looked as if he to the first was a brother. 
“But what is that thing in his mouth as he goes? 
The end is on fire,—just see how it glows. 
And the smoke from his mouth doesn’t smell like a rose.” 
“O, that is what he calls a nice cigarette,— 
And the fellows all smoke them that go in his set.” 
“ Does it nourish the brain or the body, pray? 
And what does it cost on the average a day?” 
“It injures the body, but as for the brain, 


He has none to speak of, so warning is vain. 
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“The cost—O, it’s more than you'll understand; 
’Twould feed all the hungry in all this broad land; 
But Fashion demands that the youth shall bow down 
And make of himself a fool and a clown.” 

“O Fashion again! Let us go back to Mars, 

If this is the earth, let me live in the stars.” 


“But pray tell how ’ tis that you manage up there. 
Don’t you have any style, and what do you wear ?” 
He answered, “ We never submit to a Fashion. 
Whatever we wear we never put trash on, 

But comfort in clothing and modesty too 

Is ever our rule. We've never a shoe 

That pinches too tightly to humor conceit ; 

We raise corn in our corn-fields and not on our feet. 
In summer time cotton is cooler than silk, 

And better than whiskey or beer, we find milk. 


“In comfortable clothes we worship on Sunday 
With never a fear or a thought of Miss Grundy. 
Now, I must be off, for the sun, it is sinking : 
I've said quite enough to set you a thinking. 

Just cast away Fashion, be simple and plain, 
And comfort and health and all virtues will gain. 
Let pride and selfishness go to the wall ; 

Have a hand and a heart ever open to all; 

Hope ever, have faith in the Father on high, 
Have love for all living ; I'm going, Good-bye.” 


| Would Have Told You 


“In My Father’s House Are Many Mansions 
If it were not so I would have told you.’’ John 14: 2 


rT OW sweetly come these words of cheer; 
He says “My love shall still enfold you: 
The Heavenly Mansions—they are near; 
“Tf it were not so I would have told you.’ 
When Faith is weak and Hope is dim, 


He says “In heaven I have enrolled you,” 


> 


And surely we may trust in Him. 
“Tf it were not so I would have told you.” 


When passions rise and we forget, 
He says “My hands shall ever hold you;” 

We hear while cheeks with tears are wet, 
“Tf it were not so 1 would have told you.’ 


2 


We fail to imitate our Lord; 
He says “My grace shall help to mould you.” 
How calm we rest on that blest word— 
“Tf it were not so 1 would have told you.’ 


, 


After 


AFTER the night the morning bright, 
> And all the birds a’singing. 

When Winter’s cold hath loosed its hold 
The buds and flowers come springing. 

After the breath that fails at death. 
Then open gates of glory; 

For Christ the Lord hath spoke the word 
That tells the welcome story. 
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Thanksgiving 


tI THANK Thee, Lord, for the morning light 
That brings in the golden day; 
That drives afar the shades of night 
And melts the fogs away. 
That wakes the birds with songs of cheer 
And warms the cold world’s heart, 
For the night is dark with doubt and fear 
And spectral shadows start. 


I thank Thee, Lord, that evenings come 
When the work of the day is o’er, 

And the voices of worldly care are dumb, 
And we come to ourselves once more. 

We see in the darkness a thousand stars, 
That we could not see by day, 

Make bright the heavens that nothing mars, 
And we think of the “far away.” 


So I thank Thee, Lord, for the rising sun, 
And the eventide as well; 

For the call to work and when well done 
The welcome vesper bell. 

Each in its turn, so life goes on 
While Thou shalt deem it best; 

For I know at last there will come a morn 
Whose day shall need no rest. 
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Evening Hymn 
SfROM cares that fill a weary day 
We come to spend the evening hour 
With those who love Thee, Lord, to pray, 


And feel with them Thy quickening power. 


Help us, O Lord, to leave behind 
Earth’s daily burdens and its strife, 
And come with unencumbered mind 
And breathe the Spirit’s better life. 
We know the things that most engage 
Our thought and care will pass away, 
But spirit life doth know no age, 
But brighter grows from day to day. 
So let our grateful song arise 
To Him whose love has shown the Way, 
Who is the Truth that never dies, 


The Life that never knows decay. 


Jericho 
JOURNEYING on through life we go, 
Who finds not his Jericho? 
Walls of habit, high and strong, 
Shielding sin or long kept wrong; 
Still the walls as firmly stand, 
Round and round we vainly go. 


Only at our Lord’s command 


Fall the walls of Jericho. 
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A Meditation at Evening 
OFTLY and slowly the shadows of night 
Have gathered one by one, 
And crowded the last of the lingering light 
That trailed from the setting sun. 


The sights and sounds of the world around 
Have vanished and died with the day; 
And the soul unloosed from the things that bound 


May soar on its wings away. 


Look up! what mighty measureless hand 
Sows suns and worlds through space? 
As a careless child throws grains of sand; 


But each has its path and place. 


Go stand on the farthest orb you see; 
Your look, still onward cast, 

Shall suns and worlds see endlessly; — 
O where, O where, is the last” 


The soul turns humbly and wearily back, 
And sees all the way it has trod. 


Not an atom of endless space hath lack 


Of the Presence and Power of God, 


They tell us that far in the ages past, 
This earth and its sun were mist, 
And millions of years span the eternal vast 


Ere the sun the first mountain top kissed. 


But far and away ere the mist was born, 
Or the earth, yet void and bare, 
Saw ever an eve or a golden morn, 


The Spirit of God was there. 


As down the dim future in thought we go, 
Till the sun and stars grow cold, 
We ponder and wonder, so little we know 


What the ages for us will unfold. 


Forget not, O soul, that all time and all space 
With the presence of God is blest; 
In His infinite love, and abounding grace, 


I may call Him my Father, and rest. 


The infinite God, yet the Father I love, 
And Jesus, the Saviour, is mine; 

And brooding o’er all, giving light from above, 
Is the Heavenly Spirit divine. 
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Laymen’s Rally Song 


“We Can Do It, And We Will.’’ 
(Set to Music by May Whitter Moody ) 
PBROTHERS, have you known the glory 
That an earnest soul doth fill, 
When is told the gospel story 
With a purpose and a will? 


With a purpose and a will 

All our duty to fulfill. 

Hear the heavenly arches ringing, 
With the songs of angels singing, 
When the Gospel we are bringing, 
With a purpose and a will. 


Brothers who have known salvation, 
Are you waiting, waiting still ? 

Hear the call from ev'ry nation, 
You can help them if you will. 


We can do it, and we will, 

And our duty we'll fulfill. 

As God leads us we are going, 

All our hearts with love o’erflowing. 
Duty calls; we answer, knowing 
We can do it if we will. 


Sounds the trumpet; are you ready ? 
"Tis the Heavenly Master's call. 

Fall in line; eyes right, be steady. 
Rally brothers, forward all. 
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Rally brothers, forward all, 

Tis the Heavenly Master's call, 

Yes, we're coming ranks unbroken; 

Hearts and hands and pockets open; 

You may know us by this token. 
“Christ's salvation is for all.” 


Stand we shoulder now to shoulder, 
While our duty we fulfill, 
And our faith shall make us bolder 


As we do our Master's will. 


We can do it if we will; 

We can do it, and we will. 

’Tis no time for idle scorning; 
Shout aloud, for dawns the morning; 
Satan’s kingdom hears the warning; 
We can conquer, and we will. 


Lines for Calendar 


get this day be a better one 
Than those that to the past have gone. 
And when descends the setting sun 
May I rejoice in duty done. 


What day so glad as when the sun 
Lights up the landscape everywhere? 
What life so glad as is the one 
That doth the light of Jesus share? 
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Our Marching Song 


Sung at Eleventh Anniversary of Massachusetts Sunday School Association, 
Fitchburg, October 30, 1895 


THE take the book, the grand old book, that God has 
opened wide 
To tell how Christ to save mankind, has come to earth and 
died; 
Though Satan’s host with many a boast to stay the word has 
tried, 
The Truth is marching on. 


CHORUS 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, 
The Truth is marching on. 


From age to age the blessed page has told the story true, 

Of Christ who bore the sin and shame that all to us was due; 

We take the blessed banner up for all the world to view, 
And Truth goes marching on. 


CHorRUS 


So “holding forth the word of life’’ shall be our motto ever; 
Let every one who loves the Lord, His word proclaim forever; 
From sin and shame of every name our bondage let us sever, 

And Truth goes marching on. 


CHorus 


The children catch the spirit too, and pass the word along, 
Till Massachusetts’ vale and hills resound the glory song; 
They catch the strain from brother Main, some seventy 


thousand strong, 
And Truth goes marching on. 


CHORUS 
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The Old Year and the New 
(LD Year, Old Year, we bid you “good bye,” 


We are sorry you're going so soon, 


For the record we leave with you isn’t so high 


That we feel your departure a boon. 


Some days we have not done as much as we might 
For God and His Kingdom on earth. 

We wish we could have all those dark days made bright 

With words and with actions of worth. 


We sometimes have spoken with too little thought, 
And sometimes not spoken at all, 

When words might have saved the soul that we sought, 

Had we followed the Spirit’s call. 


But we know that the record can ne'er be effaced ; 
You have locked up each word and each deed: 

But still we are thankful that some days were graced 

With something for somebody's need. 


But now your departure is so near at hand 
We can only say sadly “ Good bye,” 

And greet your successor with duties well planned; 

To make a good record we'll try. 


So welcome New Year, A Happy New Year, 
We'll make you, if God gives us strength, 
A record of word and of actions that cheer, 


And God will reward us at length. 
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C 


Song of the Pilgrims 
New England Baptist Train, May. 1907 


Tune: ‘‘ Marching On’’ 


WE come from East, we come from West, we come from 
near and far; 
From Berkshire, Barnstable, Cape Cod, by train and trolley 
car; 
We have no fear now we are here, for we are with our “Parr.” 
As we go rolling on. 


We're staunch New England Baptists all, some soft and some 
“ Hard Shell;” 
There is a difference some say, but what ’tis hard to tell, 
For grace imparts to kindred hearts, a love that binds us well, 
As we go rolling on; 


And when we get to Washington, we'll meet a thousand 
more 
Of our good Baptist Brotherhoed, with wealth of learned lore, 
So let us prove our loyal love as we have done before, 
As we go rolling on. 


The White House reached we'll shake the hand of Teddy 
Roosevelt 
And tell him we will see him “thru” whichever way ‘tis 
spelt. 
No truer friends our Country sends than who God's grace 
have felt, 
So we go rolling on. 


We'll hear about our mission work at home and far away, 

From those who take their life in hand and Jesus’ call obey. 

Let us give heed to all their need, and for them ever pray 
As we go rolling on. 


Then let us all with one accord our grateful song upraise 
To Him whose hand has led us on through all the passing 
days; 
His Love Divine our hearts enshrine, His name we'll ever 
praise, 
As life goes rolling on. 


[30] 


“Thy Word Is a Lamp to My Feet and a Light 
to My Path” 


LAMP of God! His blessed Word, 
It lighteth all my way; 
Restores the path from which I erred, 
And darkness turns to day. 
O Light Divine to mortals given, 
To show the way from earth to Heaven. 


Sometimes when all the sky is dark, 
And not a star in sight, 

To guide our tempest-driven bark, 
And while we look for light, 

Then comes Christ’s word amid the strife 


I am the Way, the Truth, the Life. 
Our Heavenly Father and our Christ, 


Thy promises have e’er sufficed 
For all our need. 
Now grant us Faith on this to rest. 
And Love and Hope shall see us blest; 
Thy Truths our creed. 


€¢33 —_ 
1900— 1901 
THE hear the century’s mighty tread 
O’er kingdoms crushed and nations dead. 

Proud prince’s pomp or war’s array 

Are all in vain its march to stay. 
While men and nations come and go, 

Born on the year’s resistless flow, 


Eternal Love is still the same, 
And Hope still clings to Jesus’ name. 
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in Memoriam 


DANIEL SHARP ForpD 


“* AndI heard a voice from heaven saying unto me, Write, 
Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord from hence- 
forth: Yea, saith the Spirit, that they may rest from their 
labors, and their works do follow them.’’—Rev. 14: 13. 


i USHED is the voice that ever spoke 
For man’s humanity to man. 
Stilled is the pen whose every stroke 
Was wrought to aid some generous plan. 


Resting is now that throbbing brain 
That planned to bless a nation’s youth; 
That tender heart no more in pain 
Wrestles to win for God and Truth. 


We said “ This life we cannot spare; 


Tho’ fit for heaven, earth’s need we see.” 
The Master saith, “I hear thy prayer; 
His work remains: He comes to me.” 


When held by consecrated hand, 

“The pen is mightier than the sword.” 
His pages whitened every land, 

Unsoiled by vile or vicious word. 


Forever blessed are the dead 

Who in the Lord have found their rest ; 
Their works do follow where they led, 

And thousands hold their memory blest. 
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The body dies: the spirit lives 

In many an earnest brother's soul. 
His bright example courage gives, 

To struggle toward the heavenly goal. 


His gifts for men the world has blest ; 
But first to God he gave himself. 

This greatest act includes the rest 
And concecrates the worldly pelf. 


Such lives leave fragrance everywhere, 
Like winds o'er flowery meadows blown; 
The world is lovier for such air, 
And heart to heart more closely grown. 


O Christian comrades, fear nor quail, 
*Tho he is gone we leaned upon; 

’Tho one by one the workers fail, 
Close up the ranks, keep step, march on. 


March on to victory for God; 
March on to help your fellow man; 
March on the way that Jesus trod ; 
Fulfill your leader's generous plan. 


“When Ye Pray, Sav, Our Father 
Who Art in Heaven.’ —Luke 1: 12. 

gM glad I can say “Our Father,” when I pray to the Lord 
of all, 

For He is the great Creator, and I the creature small. 

I should never expect Him to hear me when out of my 
sorrow I cry, 

But since I may say “Our Father” on His love I may surely 
rely. 


I know what it is as a father to feel a soft cheek on my own, 

And my neck with two tiny arms circled, then my heart is 
with love overflown; 

And if I, who am human and sinful, can so tenderly feel for 
my child, 

How deep is His love Who is holy, and never with passion 


defiled? 


When dark is my way and I stumble, and I feel for a hand 
far above, 

Then I’m glad I can say “Our Father” and know He will 
lead me in love. 

What would I not do for my children, to save them from 
sorrow and sin? 


Much more will He do for His loved ones, to help them to 
holiness win. 
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Sometimes when the way is so dreary, and the clouds are 
everywhere, 

And life is so weary, weary, I can hardly its burdens bear, 

Then I look for the rainbow promise that spans the dark 
clouds of care; 


“When ye pray ye may say ‘Our Father’,” and I trust and 
rest me there. 


With the gift of a loving Savior, He offers us all things 
beside; 

If we weakly and wearily wander it’s because we forget our 
Guide; i 

If we grope alone in the darkness, it is not that he sends us 
night; 

It is we that forget “Our Father” Who giveth eternal Light. 


“Our Father who art in Heaven,” Thy love we can ever 
claim, 

For in Thine infinite goodness Thou givest that Hallowed 
Name. 

O grant us the grace, “Our Father,” Thy children more 
worthy to be, 


And so in the great hereafter find our home evermore with 


Thee. 


The Hills of God 


Dedicated to the Newton Theological Institution 


gikt your eyes to the hills, O people of God; 
Lift your eyes to the hills, where the Angels have trod. 
To the hills that the ages with glory have crowned ; 
To the hills from whence cometh the help we have found. 


On Ararat rested the ark of the saved, 

When the wide waters buried a world of depraved. 
On Sinai, Jehovah came down in His might; 
Gave Moses His law while his face shone with light. 


On Carmel, Elijah called God not in vain, 

And Baal was humbled; his prophets were slain. 
On Calvary’s hill the great conflict was fought; 
From sin and from death deliverance was wrought. 


From Olivet’s summit ascended our Lord, 
And left His disciples to carry His word. 
O Hills of the Orient, glorious ye stand; 
For God and His Angels thy summits command. 


But Syria’s hill-tops are far, far away, 

And ages on ages have passed since their day. 
Then where shall we look for power and might 
To conquer the world for God and the Right ? 


Bless His name there’s a hill that abideth in power, 
Where men gather strength for the day and the hour. 
Not far o’er the sea, but here in our land, 
Our Newton with honor and glory doth stand. 
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Like Zion, Jehovah of Hosts is her strength; 

Her sons o’er the earth in its breadth and its length, 
And over the sea with a love that’s unpriced 
Have carried the gospel of Jesus the Christ. 


A record she has of which none are ashamed, 

When truly her work and her workmen are named. 
Who knows not blest “Hovey,” the wise and the good? 
His place left for Heaven is well filled by “Wood.” 


And many another not unknown to fame 

Is teaching the youth to proclaim the One Name. 
All honor to Newton and long may she stand 
To herald the gospel! to every land. 


Our prayers shall ascend for abundant success 
To crown all her efforts the people to bless. 
As long as the world shall abide in its sin, 
May the leaven of Newton help righteousness win. 
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Boston Baptist Social Union 
Closing Song, 1894 
ACCEPT, O Lord, our closing song; 
Our words, our worship and our praise 
Thus far Thy love has led us on, 
We trust Thee still to guide our ways. 


Some loved by Thee and us have gone 
’*Mid brighter scenes than these to roam; 
We wait Thy word to follow on 
And hear them sing our welcome home. 
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Old Home WeeR 


At Sudbury, Mass. 


(fMLP Sudbury Town, thy children come 
From far and near once more to view 

The well known scenes, the old, old home, 
And all the haunts our childhood !mnew. 

Thy people generous as of old 

From wayward children naught withhold. 


We know these hills and valleys well; 
Old Nobscot’s Height where blueberries grow; 
And Goodman's Hill where Wadsworth fell; 
And Landham Brook which fishers know. 
All these and many more beside 


We know and love. They still abide. 


But where are the men we used to know 
Stalwart and strong when we were young ? 


Gone with the century’s passing flow; 
Grand men although by bards unsung. 

The fathers of a noble race, 

Their sons well worthy fill their place. 


No longer doth the Red Man lurk 

In ambush midst these verdant hills. 
The farmer at his daily work 

In quietude his task fulfills. 
Brave men and true gave us this state; 
Tis ours their lives to imitate. 


Our country’s strength is in her men, 
Men who will do and dare at need; 
Men who stout-hearted once again 
Take sword or plow, plant shot or seed. 
In honor let our women share, 
Who husbands, sons and brothers spare. 
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Old Sudbury Town, when did the call 
To help thy country in her need 
Sent forth to thee on deaf ears fall, 
Or e’er in vain a good cause plead ? 
All times have Freedom's altar fires 
Been fed by sons of noble sires. 


Yon hill is thick with patriot dead 
That fought so well the Indian crew. 

When scarce a hundred years had fled, 
Again there come a call that drew 

Thy sons from home to meet in fray 


And yield their blood that Concord Day. 


And later still another time— 
But why repeat the story o'er 
Of how our mighty nation’s crime 
Was washed in blood from shore to shore? 
And many a battle field was red 
With blood that Sudbury’s sons had shed? 


This gallant band that saw and met 
Opposing hosts as brave as they, 
Perished net all, but some are yet 
With us to celebrate this day. 
We deck with flowers each patriot’s grave ; 
Shall we not crown the living brave? 


What mighty changes Time has wrought 
Since o’er these hills, once forest-crowned, 
The Indian roved— his soul untaught 
By modern schools — his thought unbound. 
But Progress, God’s great unseen force, 
Sweeps all away that stay its course. 


Severe it seemed, but all in vain 

To struggle 'gainst its sweeping tide. 
From Indian chief to armed Spain 

No foe to Progress doth abide. 
Our country stands in God's great plan 


For Freedom and the Rights of Man. 
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But there are other foes as bold 
As those that meet on battle field; 
Their names are Legion and they hold 
A mighty power they boldly wield. 
Intemperance, lust, and selfish greed 
And all the progeny they breed. 


Old Sudbury Town, thy river goes 
To quench our near-by city’s need. 
We're glad that wheresoe’er it flows 
In purity it gives its meed. 
It comes from hills and shady bowers, 
Through fragrant meadows lined with flowers. 


From towns like this fresh flow the rills 
That help to purify the stream 
Of turbid life that often fills 
Our urban haunts beyond our dreams. 
Guard well the sources of thy strength 
If virtue shall prevail at length. 


Hard seemed the fate that forced away 
Our Pilgrim Fathers from their shore, 

Could they have seen results to-day 
They would have joyed forevermore. 

Let us like them on God rely, 

And hold to truths that never die. 


While towns like thee, Old Sudbury Town, 
Send forth their children o'er our land, 
No foe shall scale or batter down 
The liberties for which they stand. 
Then hold thee well thy virtues strong 
And God will well thy days prolong. 


The Stream of Life 
gy REMEMBER the brook that ran down the hill; 


It was merry and shallow and never stood still; 
How swiftly it ran! 
Even such was my life in childhood’s days; 
Little it recked of the deeper ways 
That come in God's plan. 


The brook became a river at last; 

And held back and hindered it must ere it passed 
Turn ever a mill. 

So life grew earnest, and large, and strong, 

And burdens heavy and the days were long; 
But such was God’s will. 


Now broader and deeper the river flows, 

And over its waters the sunlight glows 
From the golden west, 

It mingles so still with the great sea tide 

That we hardly know when it comes to ride 
On the ocean’s breast. 


So life grows broader and deeper still, 

With less of sound but a holier will 
As it nears its end. 

And may it go out on the sun-lit tide 

And meet the depth of the other side 
As the waters blend. 


Not lost forever the ocean’s spray, 
But it rises in vapor day by day 
To water the earth. 
So may our lives, when passed from sight, 
An influence leave that shall tell for the right 
In measurless worth. 
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“morituri Te Salufamus” 


“The days of our years are threescore years and ten; and if by reagon of 
strength they be fourscore years, yet is their strength labor and sorrow; for 
it is soon cut off, and we fly away.’’—Ps. 90: 10. 


¢¢ THE days of the years of life’s journey 
Are threescore years and ten:” 

So spake the ancient prophet 

As he wrote with mystic pen. 
“And if of time we borrow 

A few more years to stay, 

The days shall be filled with sorrow 
And they quickly fly away.” 


I have reached the prophet’s measure; 
I am seventy years to-day; 

And can it be that the pleasure 
Of life has passed away? 

Are the days to be filled with sorrow 
That still to me remain? 

Can I look for no hope to-morrow, 
Or see in the future but pain? 


Ah! the prophet was wise in his season, 

And he wrote for his day and race: 
He had not the abundant reason 

That comes with these days of grace. 
Far down in the future ages 

He darkly looked for the One, 
Whom we in the sacred pages 

See clear as the noon-day sun. 


So the days are not filled with sorrow, 
Nor the burdens too heavy to bear, 

If in Jesus we trust for the morrow, 
And on him cast the burden of care. 
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If the years shall be few and fleeting, 
What matter and why despond? 
The fewer, the sooner the meeting 


With Christ and the loved ones beyond. 


There’s a life that with years does not wither, 
But it sweeter and tenderer grows; 

And ’tis ever a Summer land whither 
The chill wind of Winter ne’er blows. 

It is deep in the soul where the glamour 
Of time’s fickle follies ne’er reach; 

As down deep lies the calmness of ocean 
Though surges may break on the beach. 


The friends of my youth who started 
To travel life's journey with me, 
One by one from my sight have departed 
Far over the fathomless sea. 
And I know they are waiting to meet me, 
And I'll feel their warm welcome once more; 
And voices long silent will greet me 
Afar on that heavenly shore. 


Our Father who art in Heaven, 
All hallowed be Thy name, 
In Thine infinite love Thou hast given 
A Saviour our homage to claim. 
With Hope all our lives intertwining; 
With Faith that is never unblest; 
With Love like a sun ever shining; 
We peacefully wait for our Rest. 


February 9, 1905. 


Jonah 
He Paid the Fare 
JEHOVAH'S voice with trumpet call 
His servant summons, “Bear my Word 
To Nineveh. Proclaim its fall 
In forty days. Thus saith the Lord.” 
The prophet hears—he goes—but where? 
A ship to Tarshish bound lies near: 
He counsel takes of all his fear 
And pays his fare. 


Ill fares the foot that flees from God; 
The darkness is to Him as light; 
Nor can he e’er escape His rod 
Who thinks to safety find in flight. 
The ship sails on, but storms prepare 
The wild waves for their destined prey. 
The crew their Jonah cast away; 
He pays his fare. 


The billows stretch their fleecy arms, 
And round the fugitive they sweep; 
They thrust him down below the storms 
Amid the silence of the deep. 
But strange conveyance waited there 
To take him in at God's command, 
And then to bring him safe to land: 
He paid his fare. 


What was the fare the prophet paid 
When for far Tarshish he took ship ? 
That day he made a woeful trade, 
And paid full dear for that sad trip. 
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His peace of mind he had to spare, 
His self respect, his conscience clear, 
God's favor, reputation dear, 
All went for fare. 


He came to Nineveh at last; 
You know the tale, and well recall 
How weary was the way he passed, 
Because he fled at Duty’s call. 
O brother, sister, let us care 
To ever on God’s errands run; 
For if we seek to duty shun, 
We pay the fare. 


We pay the fare, and what receive 
For parted peace and joy and hope? 
O’er wasted time we weary grieve, 
And in the ways of darkness grope. 
Some message sweet God may prepare 
To send by us to some sick soul. 
Then let us haste to reach His goal, 
He pays the fare. 


There is a straight and narrow way 
Where he who walks will ever find 
A Guide who never leads astray,— 
A path that’s free for all mankind. 
That cost no man might ever bear; 
That way was opened; and '’tis free, 
For on the cross of Calvary 
Christ paid the fare. 
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Dedicatory Lines Read aft the Opening of the 
Ford Building 


January Ist, 1906 


QHE ways of the Lord and His wonderful works we may 
not understand, 
But we know that His will shall be fulfilled exactly as He 
has planned. 


A hundred rills from a hundred hills, and springs from the 
caves below, 

Will join sometime, somewhere, somehow, in a mighty 
river's flow. 


And a thousand men in a thousand years, from many a vale 
and hill, 

Will all unite, though they know it not, God’s purpose to 
fulfill. 


And so slight a cause as an apple’s fail, in a Newton's fertile 
mind, 
Begat the universal law that doth all creation bind. 


And the fire ina humble Scotsman’s home gave light to 
another law, 

For the power and principle of steam John Watts in a kettle 

saw. 


Who gave our city its crooked streets meandering here and 
there? 


Why not like Philadelphia, laid out all straight and square? 


Some say that Boston is not dead and hence not yet “laid 
out.” 
But Chelsea’s near at hand, we know, and it leaves us still in 


doubt. 


Tis said that when our town was young, and grass grew 
everywhere, 

The meek-eyed cattle made their paths and now the streets 

run there. 
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So great results from little means we often truly trace; 
As the twig is bent the tree inclines, so leans the human 
race. 


"Twas years ago, a frugal man his weekly paper sent} 
A Youth’s Companion ’twas indeed, on doing good intent. 


No vulgar word or phrase was there, ’twas pure, and clean 
and bright; 
To children, and to parents too, 'twas ever a delight. 


This man he prospered; rich in goods and good in riches too, 
He always served the people well and wealth was but his due. 


His patriotic soul desired that when life here should fade, 
His work for God and man should still go on and ne’er be 
stayed. 


By his good will on Beacon Hill a beacon light is found, 
That it may shed its genial rays on all mankind around. 


‘Tis fitting that yon halls of state where righteous laws are 
made 
Should have some goodly company to see the laws obeyed. 


These walls in strength and beauty stand, a monument of 
skill, 
The artist and the artisan have here well wrought their will. 


But stronger than the strength of steel, and firmer yet than 


stone, 
Was the faith that looked beyond the years and planned his 
work to enthrone. 


More beautiful than Art can shape or deck with all its skill, 
Was the love in his generous heart for man that his hand 


did well fulfil. 


’Twas more than two score years ago, in eighteen sixty-four; 
A little group of noble souls were met to ponder o’er 
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The lack of social privilege among the Baptist clans: — 
From thence this Union had its birth, according to their 
plans. 


That little band have mostly passed to a higher Union still, 
With saints and Holy men of old who dared to do God's 


will. 


But what was then a little band is now grown large and 
strong, 

And Christian love and fellowship prevail through all the 
throng. 


And month by month our gatherings are times of social 
cheer, 
And in the breaking of the bread we feel that Christ is near. 


And now to-night two streams unite to form one flowing 


river, 
The little band of ’64 and the Youth’s Companion giver. 


The stream from two such sources due is deeper, broader 
growing. 
And may it be a River of Life for needy souls o’erflowing. 


This noble structure, lifted high above the marts of trade, — 
So may the work that shall be wrought and the plans that 
shall be laid, 


Be far above the selfish life and made to bless mankind, 
And honor God and him whose heart this generous work 
designed. 


And now these walls solid and strong, ornate with varied 
beauty. 
We dedicate with prayer to God for strength to do our duty. 


Forever may this lofty hill a “ Beacon” be indeed, 
Whose light shall shine with rays Divine to fellowmen in 
need. 


In this may God be glorified, and we His love possessing, 
Make all this place a spring of grace, to all mankind a 
blessing. 
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Meditations 
SITTING alone with my soul I rehearse 


The life I am living for better or worse. 
Sin I see shadowed by ceaseless curse 
Nought can sever. 


I struggle to conquer my greed and my gain; 

My passions and pride I trample with pain; 

O where is the peace long sought for in vain? 
Comes it ever ? 


Softly as falls the leaf on the sod, 

Come to my soul the breathings of God, 

That show me the way that Jesus has trod 
And my duty. 


Silently after the rain comes the bow; 

After the tears of repentance the glow 

Of the Presence Divine. It is Jesus I know 
In His beauty. 


Stealthily creeps up the sap in the oak, 
Strengthening each fibre for storm or for stroke; 
So into my life comes grace for the yoke 


Of life’s burden. 


Quietly over the earth comes the spring; 

With it come flowers and birds on the wing: 

So peace o'er my soul His Presence doth bring 
As my guerdon. 
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Lines 


Read at the Laying of the Corner-stone of Arlington Heights Chapel. 
September 12, 1899 


GHE prophet stood on Carmel’s height ; 
The waiting people round him throng, 
As stone by stone with holy might 
He builds an altar, rough and strong. 


His offering placed,—with soul aglow 

His prayer to God doth upward swell ;— 
“Jehovah let this people know 

That there’s a God in Israel.” 


The altar glows with sudden flame, 
For God is faithful to His own. 
The people shout with loud acclaim 

“The Lord is God and He alone.” 


But that was centuries ago; 
And Carmel’s mount is far away. 
How can we surely feel and know 


That God will hear us thus to-day? 


A thousand years—Jehovah’s day— 
Counts little in His scheme of grace; 
And every spot whereon men pray 
Is, as of old, a sacred place. 


And as we lay this “corner-stone” 


On its foundation in His name, 
We trust that He will see and own 
And grant the blessing that we claim. 


Above this stone there shall arise 
A building for Thy glory, Lord. 
Accept our willing sacrifice 
And bind our hearts in sweet accord. 
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Let heavenly fire again return, 
And may our hearts the altars be 
On which our wayward wills shall burn 
Until refined to purity. 


This stone we lay with reverent trust 
That it will bear its burden well. 

But still we know ’twill be but dust 
When time with centuries shall swell. 


But there’s a mighty “Corner-stone” 
That age on age can never move. 
*Tis Christ our Rock,—on Him alone 
The Church her endless life must prove. 


And when, within these walls, arise 

Thy children’s prayers or songs of praise 
O Saviour, our great sacrifice, 

Be Thou one with them all the days. 


And when they come to pardon seek 
For wanderings oft or sin confessed, 

To them, O Christ, Thy comfort speak, 
And let them find in Thee their rest. 


Sometimes, when far beyond these scenes 
And all the work that we have planned, 
We'll know far better what it means, 
And what is dark we'll understand. 


So speak we now the cheering word; 
So sing we now the songs of praise: 
So pray we now, O blessed Lord, 
That Thou wilt guide us all the days. 


The Soul’s Uplands 


(OME let us go for a little while 
To the Uplands of the Soul; 

Away from the din and dust of earth 
Where cankering cares control. 

Away from the grasp for glittering gold; 
Away from the crowded mart; 

Let us rise to the height where Heavenly light 
New life and Hope impart. 


The things that perish with the day 
Are not the best for life; 
But in the purer sunshine high 
We rise above their strife. 
Let’s live in that pure atmosphere 
Where Hope, and Faith, and Love 
Make life a joy without alloy 
Like that in heaven above. 


As soars the aviator high 
Above the dusty earth; 

So let us use our powers to fly 
Where purer life has birth. 

The life of God in the soul ne’er dies 
But earthly things will fade. 


So let us rise and seize the prize 


Eternal Love conveyed. 


Hymn 


Sung at the Laying of the Corner Stone 
South Medford Chapel, December, 1896 


Tune: Duke Street 


(i) GOD, our Father, who hast laid 
In Zion a foundation sure, 
On which by heavenly grace upstayed, 
Thy church through ages shall endure. 
Grant us Thy presence as we lay 
With careful hands this corner-stone, 
That it may bear for many a day 
Its sacred burden for Thine own. 


And when these walls shall finished stand, 
All consecrated to Thy name; 
And when within, a prayerful band 
Shall of their Lord a blessing claim; 
O hear them from Thy throne above, 
And in Thy mighty power descend 
And draw this people by Thy love 
Till every heart with Thine shall blend. 


May little children gather here 
To read Thy word and learn Thy will; 
To them may Jesus’ name be dear; 
His love their tender bosoms thrill. 
And may this rock forever stand 
A stone of witness, here to say 
“We'll work, O God, at Thy command, 
And Thou wilt hear us as we pray.” 


To W. W. Main, on His Birthday 
February 16, 1899 
Dear WILLIAM: — 


IM glad you've lived another year 
To cheer the hearts of all your friends; 
I want to send you birthday cheer, 
And for my absence make amends. 


With you I’ve travelled many a mile 
From North to South, from East to West. 
I'm sure you know the proper style 


Of bills of fare and beds of rest. 


I know we sometimes disagree 
Whether a wardrobe is a bed, 

But when you've pulled it down to see 
There’s nothing farther to be said. 


We've crossed the continent together; 
We've seen San Frisco’s Golden Gate; 
We've seen some pretty stormy weather, 
We've seen the glass at one hundred eight. 


We've seen earth’s outside from Pike’s Peak, 
We've seen its inside down in mines, 
And when life’s mysteries we seek 
In China-town we see some signs. 


We saw the pig-tailed pharmacist, 
And for a good prescription cried, 
But soon we saw what made the list: 
Pressed worms and lizards, bugs well dried. 


But best of all our travels round 

Are those within the old Bay State; 
When we together comfort found 

In learning on God's will to wait. 


On many a platform have we stood 
For Jesus’ little ones to plead; 
We've tried to do the best we could 

To tell His people of their need. 
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And as you on this mission go 
From day to day and everywhere 

Be sure that from our hearts doth flow 
For you our never-ceasing prayer. 


May He who holds all years in hand 
Grant many more rich ones to thee, 

And blessings on thy head command 
For time and through eternity. 


The Teachers Praver 


Be E know ’tis not Thy will, O God, 
That any little one should perish; 
We know the way that Christ has trod 
That He the weakest child might cherish. 


Help us Thy spirit, Lord, to share, 
With faith and zeal no test can sever; 
Help us to all our burdens bear, 
And labor with our best endeavor. 


May we in all our work be bold, 
Forgetting not the grace we owe Thee; 

May we bring warmth to hearthstones cold, 
And hearts that never learned to know Thee. 


O, let Thy kingdom come, O Lord, 
Thy will be done, Thy gospel given, 
Till every soul shall hear Thy Word, 


And earth resound with songs of Heaven. 
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Sond 


Written for Boston Baptist Social Union, and Sung at the Meeting, 
June 24, 1889 


Tune: ‘‘ Auld Lang Syne’’ 


(fMNCE more about this board we meet, 
And social joys renew; 

In Christian fellowship we greet 
Each brother, good and true. 

And while each other’s joys we share, 
Our grateful song shall rise 

To Him whose ever watchful care 
Our every want supplies. 


No wine cup sparkles at the lip, 


But wit and wisdom shine; 
The spirit of good fellowship 
Is better far than wine. 
Then for the sake of those we love, 
And all that’s good and true, 
Hands, hearts and voices join to prove 
Our fellowship anew. 


And when, amid our social cheer, 
Some earnest call is heard 

From needy ones, afar or near, 
Who wait to hear God's word, 

May we, of God so highly blest, 
Be glad His gifts to share; 

Then when we find the heavenly rest, 
Our treasure waits us there. 


The Quiet Hour 


FEAR Lord, my Father and my Friend, 
As I begin each fleeting day, 
Grant me a quiet hour to spend 
With Thee to cheer life’s weary way. 


I know that all my time is Thine 
That all I do Thy will should be; 

That every place should be a shrine, 
And every word inspired by Thee. 


But I would like a little nook 

Of time each day, when driving care 
And trouble out, I only look 

To meet with Thee in secret prayer. 


When lifted far above the things 
That “perish with the using” here, 

My soul mounts up with heavenly wings, 
And feels and knows Thy presence near. 


As Thou did’st hear Elisha’s prayer, 
Open my eyes that I may see 

Thy holy angels’ watchful care, 
Their never-ceasing ministry. 


Give me Elijah’s faith and might, 
To ever on Thy favor count. 
Make every care a Carmel height, 

And every grief a holy mount. 


And when about my daily task, 
O let my face like Moses’ shine, 
So men may know and need not ask, 
That I have been with the Divine. 


Thus may I better fitted be, 
For all that comes to me ia life, 
Aad doing duty faithfully, 


Find rest at last beyond all strife. 
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Sunday School Anniversary 


Read at the Twenty-Seventh Anniversary of Newton Baptist Sunday School, 
May, 1887 


f HE years they come and the years they go, 
From the Future into the Past they flow. 


Through the Present they pass, but they never stay, 
Yet with good or evil we stamp each day. 


And we meet to say farewell tonight 
To another before it pass from sight. 


For seven and twenty have almost gone 
Since a little band of the Saviour’s own 


Began to do in a humble way, 
The work that has grown so large today. 


And some the Master has called away, 
And some are spared still to work and pray; 


But here or away in the heavenly land 
They are members still of the self same band. 


And our hearts are glad for the hope is sweet 
That we'll gather at last at the Master's feet. 


O years that are gone with their joys and woes, 
Nevermore we know will your doors unclose, 


And what has been wrought is done forever, 


For the day that is past returneth never. 


But with Memory’s lamp we can something see 


Of the work that was done, dear Lord, for Thee. 
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Of the seed that was sown with toil and pain 
With never a hope of earthly gain. 


Yet sweet and blessed the months have been 
When a harvest of souls have been gathered in. 


And the reaper the sower has followed hard 
And both have the joy of their Lord’s regard. 


Still the years they come and the years they go, 
And what is before us we little know. 


So we stand tonight amid hope and fear 
And into the future we vainly peer— 


Vainly—except that a hand we see 
That beckons us on unceasingly. 


But O ’tis the hand of the Crucified, 
And to it we'll cling whate’er betide. 


Let the years then come and let them go, 
While we trust in Jesus no want shall we know 


And patiently, gladly we'll still work on 
Till the Master shall call to us one by one. 


“Thy crown now awaits thee, thy work well done, 
The joy of the Lord is yours, come home.” 


The Most Beautiful Thing 


OU ask me what is the sweetest thing 
In all the wide world I’ve seen: 

I need but a moment the answer to bring, 
And truthful you’ll grant it I ween; 

For over the land and over the sea, 
Whatever my sight has beguiled, 

There’s nothing so sweet, whate’er it may be, 
As the innocent face of a child. 


I've stood in fair Florence afar from home, 
Through its palaces sought what was rare; 
I've seen the art treasures "neath many a dome 
In picture and statues so fair; 

I’ve seen what the world calls “beauty Divine,” 
But never to me has there smiled 

From canvas or marble a vision so fair 
As the sweet artless face of a child. 


In London the urchins turn cartwheels for fun, 
They beg for a penny for pay; 


In Paris they gird their long aprons to run, 
And barelegged leap frog all day ; 

In Strasbourg they shoulder their knapsacks for school, 
In Venice they swim or run wild, 

Yet the dearest of sights, tho’ you call me a fool, 
Is the innocent face of a child. 


And the saddest of sights that my eyes ever see 
In palace or prison or street, 
Is the face that has lost all its innocent glee, 


And is full of the world and deceit. 
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The soul that looks out of a once artless face 
Can it be that ‘twas ever defiled? 
O where is the innocent, artless grace 


That shone in the face of the child? 


O brother, O sister, in His name who said 
“Let the little ones come unto me,” 
Let us help them to Him, and by loving hands led 
May they take His salvation so free. 
O happy their lot for they never grow old, 
Those lives hid with Christ meek and mild, 
For gaze you within, you may ever behold 


The beautiful soul of a child. 


L’Envoi 


O shade of great Calvin, and Edwards as well, 
Forgive me the writing above. 

I forgot my theology—truth I must tell— 
And wrote with my heart full of love. 

“* Of such is the kingdom of heaven,”’ said One 

Ass he took up a child on His knee ; 

Cho’ years may he many, our life's just hegun 
And children may we ever be. 


Laving the Corner Stone, South Baptist Church, 
New Bedford 


i) MASTER Builder, Who hast laid 
In Zion a foundation sure, 
On which Thy church has ever made 


Her Love to grow, her Faith endure. 


We look to Thee as here we lay 
A stone of witness to our zeal; 
We ask Thy blessing here today, 
That on our work Thou set Thy seal. 


Upon this Stone may there arise 
A goodly temple in Thy Name; 

May song and prayer that reach the skies 
Within these walls Thy grace proclaim. 


May sinners, seeking pardon, find 
Salvation in their waiting Lord; 

May all Thy people, of one mind, 
Unite to teach and preach Thy Word. 


May little children learn Thy truth, 
As taught within the Book Divine; 
May Wisdom’s ways attract the youth, 
And to the Lord their hearts incline. 


Long may these walls in beauty stand; 
Long may these people live to share 

The blessings from Thy bounteous hand 
Dispensed to those Thy Name who bear. 


And when with untold passing years 
These walls, though strong, shall crumble low, 
The work here done, though wrought with tears, 
Shall stand while ceaseless ages flow. 
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Life 
HO dares to tell me so? O dreadful thought, 
That all this throbbing life will be at last 
Extinguished like a vivid dream that’s past, 
That ali the plans that I with care have wrought, 
That all the dreams of grandeur I have sought, 
And all the conscious thought of mine so vast, 
Shall in Oblivion’s Sea be drowned at last. 
All that I dream or know shall come to nought, 
O dreadful thought! Let me but live although 
Each breath be drawn beneath affliction’s rod. 
But hark! A voice that dissipates my woe, 
“Eternal life is this, to know Thy God, 
And Jesus Christ, His Son whom He hast sent.” 
And Truth and Hope and Love in Him are blent. 


Inspiration 
Translated from the French of Victor Hugo 
“* And I heard a great voice,’’— Apocalypse 
LL alone by the waves in the starry night, 

Not a cloud in the sky, not a sail in sight, 
Far beyond this world my vision doth pry, 
And forests and mountains and nature entire 
Seem to mingle their murmuring tones to enquire 
From the waves of the sea, from the fires of the sky. 


And the bright stars of gold, a host without end, 

In tones low and high harmoniously blend, 

And speak as their bright crowns of fire they incline, 
And the blue waves, that nothing controls or arrests, 
Speak out as they cast back the foam from their crests 


It is the Lord God, Jehovah Divine. 
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The Old Year’s Plaint 


g™ the Old, Old Year, and the New I hear, 
With its foot on the threshold now, 
And I wish to say just a word of cheer 
Ere I make my parting bow. 


“A Happy New Year, a Happy New Year;” 
I hear you saying alway, 

But never a word of happy cheer 
For the Old Year passing away. 


But twelve months since I was young and new, 
And you bade me a happy speed. 

Have I not given you faithful and true 
The days and the weeks you need? 


Did you start with me a year ago 
To be happy, and brave, and true, 
And tender and loving with heart aglow 
With the good you meant to do? 


Did the seed of good intentions sown 
Not come to the harvest full? 

Did your resolutions die ere grown? 
Had the world too strong a pull? 


I gave you seed time,— harvest, too, 
All the New Year will give. 

If with me you could not bravely do 
How will you the New Year live? 


Be glad if something you have done 
To upward lift mankind; 
Or if some heavenward heights you’ve won 


Where God your soul doth find. 
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I now pass on; the New Year comes 
Your record to enfold ; 

May kindly lives and happy homes, 
Be writ in lines of gold. 


And when the New Year, old as I, 
Shall see its last days near, | 
May you without a parting sigh 
Say, “What a blessed year!” 


The Wesf Roxbury Church 


Lines read at the turning of the sod for the Stratford Street Baptist Church 
and Bible School, West Roxbury, April 28th, 1909 


yas reverent hands we turn this sod 
That we may lay foundations here, 
For what shall honor Thee, O God, 


For many and many a coming year. 


This ground we consecrate to Thee: 
And when a temple here shall rise, 
Its walls shall tell to all who see 
Thy people’s willing sacrifice. 


The Heaven of Heavens cannot contain 
Jehovah, king of kings, and Lord: 
Yet Thou hast promised to remain 


With those who trust Thy Holy Word. 


And when the house Thy servants planned 

Shall echo prayer and song and praise, 
Be Thou, O God, one with our band; 
There to abide through all the days. 
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Lines written for the West Roxbury Baptist Sunday School at the dedication 
of the church home 


Ci ARCHITECT Divine, Thy hand 
Hath fashioned all things to Thy will, 


While suns and spheres at Thy command, 
Obedient all Thy word fulfill. 


So we, recipients of Thy grace, 
Have dared these humble walls to raise, 
That they may be a meeting place 


Where we may love to sing Thy praise. 


We trust that Thou wilt meet us here, 
And guide us into sacred truth. 
Thy Presence all our hearts will cheer, 


And zealous Faith inspire our youth. 


Here may the children love to learn 
Of Jesus Christ, their constant Friend. 
May teachers’ hearts within them burn, 


And holy lives Thy grace command. 


Dear Lord, accept our grateful praise, 
That we may dedicate to Thee 

This house that shall through all the days 
Be sacred to Thy gospel free. 


TO, a) Erlend 


With a copy of “Scenes in Europe.” 


J, HE scenes we saw so long ago, 
Picture and page bring back to mind; 
Again adown the Rhine we go, 
We see its castles ivy-twined. 


We walk down dim cathedral aisles; 
We see the pictures old and quaint ; 

We see again with smothered smiles 
The sacred relics of some saint. 


And if we may not glide again 
Along Venetia’s watery ways, 

Or hear the gondolier’s strain, 
Or see San Georgio thro’ the haze, 


Yet may we still expect the day 
When we a city fair shall see, 

Where purer waters ever play, 
And angels make the minstrelsy: 


When each shall have his heart’s desire; 
When friends to never part shall meet; 
Where love shall reign and never tire, 


And all in Christ shall be complete. 
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The Watch-Friend 
I HAVE a friendly visitor, 


Whose welcome face I meet 
Once every week, and glad am I 
Its pleasant face to greet. 
It tells me all the weekly news, 
That’s worth my while to hear; 
I love it well—its name I'll tell; 
It is our “ WATCHMAN” dear. 


I have a friendly minister, 
Whose pastoral calls I love: 

It leads my thoughts to sacred themes, 
Where I may safely prove 

The meditation of the wise; 
The thoughts that Jesus knew; 

Each brought to mind as you may find, 
In this our “ WATCHMAN” true. 


I have a friendly monitor, 
It greets me every week; 

It tells me where our dangers lurk; 
The help we need to seek. 


It speaks of Satan’s ways and means, 
And how to best endure 

Whatever loss comes with the cross. 
Such is the “ WATCHMAN” sure. 


I have a frank philosopher, 
Whose weekly visits tell 

Of matters high and deep and wide, 
That earnest thought compel. 
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And if sometimes I disagree 
When I my thought compare, 

This friendly guest I love to test; 
The “WatTcHMAN’s” ever fair. 


I’m not afraid to introduce 
This friend to old and young; 
For nought within its pages clean 
Will soil the purest tongue. 
It has no filthy “ads” of drugs 
Of which we are ashamed; 
A wholesome sheet for all to greet; 
Such is the “WATCHMAN” famed. 


This friend is goodly company 
For every upright soul; 


It teaches, preaches, and inspires 
To reach the heavenly goal. 

It walks among our churches all; 
Notes how each sows and reaps; 

It gives the news from desk and pews. 
The “WatTCHMAN” never sleeps. 


Then let us give a welcome place 
For such a wholesome friend. 

We ill can spare from Christian homes, 
What helps the times to mend. 

Amid the printed slush and slosh 
That’s worthy of the sewer, 

We're glad to meet and kindly greet 
The “WATCHMAN” ever pure. 


The Passing of Little Paul 


““Now lay me down,” and Floy come close to me and let me see you.”’ 
— Dickens 


+¢ 4(,OW fast the river runs; O Floy, 
Among the banks so green; 
How gently glides my boat along, 
So calmly and serene. 


“T hear the rippling of the waves 
As they about me creep; 

The rocking of my little boat 

Is lulling me to sleep. 


“T glide between the grass green shores; 
How fast they seem to fly; 
The swaying willows lap the wave 
And seem to say ‘Good Bye.’ 


“How tall the nodding rushes grow, 
They beckon as I pass; 

How bright the daisies on the shore 
Like stars among the grass. 


“The river widens as I go; 
It must be near the sea. 
The waters deeper, darker grow 
Whatever it may be. 


“It is not rough, but on I glide; 
What does it mean, O Floy? 
In this great sea my boat alone, 


And I a little boy? 
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“O clasp me closer, sister dear, 


I cannot see you now. 
I feel the rocking of the boat 
And seaward heads the prow. 


“O now I see a distant shore; 
How green and fair it shows; 
Some forms I see who beckon me, 
O who, dear Floy, are those? 


“T never saw my mother dear; 

When I was born she died, 
But I am sure I see her now 
Just o’er this heaving tide. 


“TI cannot see you Floy, at all, 
I hardly feel your hand, 
But I am close upon the shore 
Where wait a radiant band. 


“A crowd of dear ones welcome me, 
O so divinely fair ; 
So pure, so bright with holy light, 
“Good bye, I’m going there.” 


Two little arms were stretched aloft, 
Then by his side fell prone. 

Two blue eyes gazed to heaven, then glazed, 
And Floy was all alone. 


And little Paul, O where is he? 
Do we in darkness grope ? 

Christ has resolved the mystery 
With Love, and Faith and Hope. 


el 


A Bit of Philosophy 
gwvo tiny seeds were planted well 


Within a garden fair; 
The soil, the sun, the rain that fell, 
Each equally did share. 
They sprouted, grew and soon appear 
Two green shoots through the earth; 
But sad to say they soon display 
Their difference of birth. 


For one was but a noxious weed 
That men despise and shun; 

And one was sweet and fair indeed, 
And favor of all it won. 

Yet both had grown from the same rich soil, 
And felt the sun and rain; 

But one was fair in the fragrant air, 


And one to the world a bane. 


Two little ones come to a home of love, 
And the parents were filled with joy; 

And every care that love could move 
Was thrown around each boy. 

But one grew up like a noxious weed, 
And sin did his soul enthral; 

And one was clean from all that’s mean, 


And a blessing breathed to all. 
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Why is it thus? O tell me why 
The tares grow with the wheat? 
Hath love and care that never die 
No power to make life sweet? 
But ‘tis not all environment; 
There’s something far beyond 
Life’s cup doth fill with good or ill. 
Who wield the magic wand? 


The evil weed is ever bad. 
No so the sons of men. 

The prodigal sometimes is glad 
To homeward turn again. 
Though deep the mystery of sin 

God’s love is deeper still, 


And in His grace there is a place 


For every one who will. 


Though “’tis not all in bringing up” 
Yet much doth lie therein; 

And though the contents of life’s cup 
Seem dark with inborn sin, 

‘Tis lightened oft by loving care 
And prayerful endeavour, 

For God is Love and He will prove 
A mighty Helper ever. 


Laying of Corner Stone and Dedication of Bell, 
Emmanuel Baptist Church, New Bedford, Mass. 
ITH faith in Thee, O Christ, our Lord, 
With love for all mankind, 
We meet with hearts in full accord, 


One purpose in our mind. 


We come to lay this corner stone, 
On which we hope to build 

A temple, that shall be Thine own, 
And with Thy presence filled. 


Our former house has known Thy grace 


In many an answered prayer; 


May this, our future meeting place, 


In Thy rich blessing share. 


May young and old here learn of Thee, 
And of Thy mighty love: 
May multitudes, from sin set free, 


Thy gracious mercy prove. 


So now, O Christ, in Thy blest Name 
We lay this stone in place, 
Believing, trusting we may claim 


Thy blessing and Thy grace. 
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Ring out, O Bell, your call to worship ring, 
And unto all your gospel message bring. 

Lie still, O Corner Stone, in silence bear 
Thy mighty burden; this shall be thy share. 
One swings in sunshine in the upper air; 
One bears in patient silence untold care; 

So we may each fulfill 

The Heavenly Master’s will. 

He'll make it right when we are “over there.” 


Sunday School Anniversary 


#jORD of the centuries, as they flow 


In swift succession from Thy hand, 


Help us each day Thy will to know 
And act the part that Thou hast planned. 


We thank Thee for the record past; 
We ask that we may have the grace 

To make the next exceed the last, 
And in Thy kingdom find a place. 
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Lake Sunapee 
GGAKE of the hills, fair Sunapee 


I weave a web of thought on thee 
In beauty sleeping. 
Upon thy shores the bending birch 
And frowning fir upon its perch 
Their watch are keeping. 


The wooded hills that round thee rise 
Restrain each beating blast that tries 
Thy peace to trouble. 
And smooth and calm thy waters lie 
Reflecting back the summer sky, 
And heaven is double. 


The busy, bustling streams of life 

And all the world’s competing strife 
Are out of hearing. 

But here a spirit all unseen, 

But felt with rapture calm and keen, 
Our soul is nearing. 


So may my wayward spirit be 
Like thy calm waters, Sunapee, 
High heaven reflecting. 

Be guardian angels as thy hills, 
From every power that evil wills, 
My soul protecting. 
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Each of a thousand living springs 
To thee its crystal clearness brings 
For aye and ever. 
So souls grow strong and hearts grow pure, 
Fed by the springs of love secure 
In Christ forever. 


sess 


V’Envoi 


Chis lake so fair heyond compare 
In turning mill wheels, thus dost dare 
Go do its duty. 
he purest mind may ever find 
In doing service to mankind 
Its highest beauty. 


——- €€33 —— 


Sunday School Opening Hymn 
HESUS. Saviour, hear our prayer; 


Hear our song of praise to Thee; 
For Thy truth our hearts prepare, 
Help us learn of Calvary. 


Day of all the days the best, 
Hour of sweet communion free; 
Saviour, be our constant guest, 
While we study Calvary. 


Help me from Thy Word to learn 
How my sin was laid on Thee: 
From Thy love how can I turn, 


When I think of Calvary? 


Loving, I will love Thee more; 
Doubting, to Thy promise flee; 
Wand'ring, Thou wilt me restore, 


When I look to Calvary. 
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An Idvl 


HE moon hangs low in the western sky, 


In the east Orion rises, 
And Aldebaron’s lurid eye, 


Betokens coming crises. 


It is the witching hour of night, 
Ill omened owls are hooting, 
And homeward in the ghostly light 


Belated swains are scooting. 


Not all: one brave youth still remains 
Across the front gate leaning, 

He’s bound to know for all his pains, 
What is to be the meaning. : 


Oh Mary Jane! My Mary Jane! 
My fate is in your keeping; 
Thou canst relieve this inward pain, 


This anguish never sleeping. 


“What is this pain that troubles thee?” 
The maiden murmured sadly. 
“My aunt, she oft makes wormwood tea, 


And she will serve you gladly.” 


He looked above: Orion's belt - 
Was still so brightly shining. 
The man in the moon he somehow felt 


Just smiled at his repining. 
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The distant owlet laughed hoo hoo, 
And Aldebaron glistened, 

A drop upon his cheek, not dew, 

And then all nature listened. 


O Mary, hear and understand; 
I love thee, and, unruly, 
My heart no longer I command; 
If you love me, answer truly. 


A moment's hush: a little hand 
In a manly one is gliding, 
The old gate creaked; why should it stand 


Between two hearts confiding? 


Still glides the moon across the sky, 
Orion pauses never, 

And Aldebaron mounts on high; 

’Tis the old old story ever. 


To Pastor Merrill with a copy of ‘Victorian Songs.” 


Christmas, 1895 


O much these lids contain of thought 
Into melodious lines in-wrought, 
I will not mar a work so fine 
With crude and clumsy words of mine 
Except to Christmas greetings send 
To you and yours, 


Your humble friend, (S. M.) 
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Address of Welcome, Sunday School 


E bid you welcome, one and all, 
Good friends from far and near. 
We thank you for this kindly call; 


It brings to us good cheer. 


Our Golden Anniversary 
We celebrate to-night. 
We’'er glad that you may with us be, 


And in our songs unite. 


Our school is half a century old; 
(That’s fifty years, you know); 
Though we are young, we have been told 
What happened long ago. 


Our school was planted by a few 
Who trusted in their Lord; 

They builded better than they knew, 
For God fulfilled His word. 


’Twas first the blade and then the ear, 
And then the full-grown corn; 
And so our school, from year to year, 


Has grown since it was born. 


So come, rejoice with us to-night, 
And join our songs of praise 

To Him whose hand e’er leads aright 
Through all the passing days. 
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Hon. Chester Ward Kingsley 
Born June 9, 1824 
Died January 1, 1904 
j HE silver chord of life is loosed at last; 
The soul released from earthly bonds and care; 
The golden bowl is broken past repair ; 
The life it held for holier shrine is cast. 
No halting heart was his, but love so vast 


The whole wide world was warmly welcome there; 


His open hand was ever with his prayer 
For all God’s needy ones. — But he has passed. 


Passed on, while we, his sorrowing brethren, wait 
A little longer by life’s flowing stream. 
The pitcher at the fountain, soon or late 
Will break, and none his fellows may redeem. 
But Jesus lives, and on the farther shore 
The friendships sundered here He will restore. 


Love Divine 


(i) LOVE of God; eternal, grand, 

Love that heaven and earth hath spanned. 
Before created light it shone, 
’Twill burn when sun and stars are gone. 


O soul of mine; set open wide 

Thy gates to catch the flowing tide. 

Twill purge thy heart from sin and strife; 
*Twill lift thee to a purer life. 


It shone in Mary's Son Divine, 
Turned common water into wine, 
Made common service grand and high, 
Good tidings to the poor brought nigh. 


Love bowed beneath the Jordan’s wave 
All sinful hearts therein to lave, 
Transfigured on the mount it shone, 

It healed the heart whence hope was gone. 


It set on high the little child, 

And bade the proud be reconciled. 

It healed the sick, gave sight to blind, 
It bade the bonds of death unbind. 


Others he saved, Himself He gave 

To light the pathway to the grave 
With shining Hope, whose blessed way 
Death’s darkness turns to eternal day. 


O love of God, in Christ discerned, 


That gives to man high heaven unearned, 
O’erwhelm me with thy healing flow 
Till all my soul is white as snow. 


How can I thank Thee, Lord of Love ? 
My grateful heart, how may I prove ? 
I'll tell Thy love the world around, 
Thy praises thro’ the ages sound. 
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The Way, the Truth, the Life 


SOME point me here, some point me there, 
I dare not go, I dare not stay; 
Confused, bewildered, naught I dare 
Till Jesus says “I am the Way.” 


I seek for truth’s eternal star; 
I ask of age, I ask of youth; 

Some say ’tis near, some say 'tis far, 
But Jesus says “I am the Truth.” 


I see around me constant death; 
And in the world of constant strife 
I seek relief, then Jesus saith, 
“Come unto me, I am the Life.” 


No longer fear I for the way: 
With truth I sought my soul is rife; 
Now life is mine, for Jesus saith, 


“Tam the Way, the Truth, the Life.” 
The New Year 
@HE past has gone. Each year has closed its door. 


In vain hot tears and bleeding feet implore. 
Into their silent crypts I go no more. 
O saddening thought! 
These rooms I should have left in order good; 
They’re filled with weeks and days not understood, 
So quick they passed I did not all I should, 
Or all I sought. 


And now the open gate of a New Year 
Invites another trial,—comes so near, — 
I enter in with hope—not without fear 

Of failure still. 
When hitherward the Master’s feet shall glide 
The doors of all the past will open wide, 
And all my work will be in fairness tried 

By His own will. 
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Thirty-Sixth Annual Ladies’ Festival and Banquet 
Che Baptist Sorial Union of Boston 
Wednesday, October 10, 1900 
Our Autumn Rally 


Written for the Occasion. Tune: “‘ Auld Lang Syne.’’ 


JFIACATION days have come and gone; 
We gather as of yore; 

We welcome back each wandering one 
And fellowship restore. 

Forgetting not the loving hand 
Of Him who guides our ways, 

And while we here together stand 
Our grateful song we raise. 


A hearty welcome to each guest, 
Our ladies bright and fair; 
We count our Union truly blest 
When they with us may share. 
And though they come but once a year, 
Rare things we highest prize; 
So doubly welcome to the cheer 
Our willing hands devise. 


Then join we hands and hearts tonight 
And this our pledge shall be:— 

One Faith, one Lord, one purpose bright 
In Christian unity,— 

To light the world with Christian love, 
To keep the Christ our guest, 

And in our lives His gospel prove 


Till He shall bid us rest. 


APRN Te  * 
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Stephen Greene 
E loved him well, and who that saw that face 
So full of buoyant hope and honor bright, 

So radiant every line with heavenly light 
That told of inward purity and grace, — 
Aye, who that saw could fairly fail to trace 

The subtle shining of a spirit rare, 

So filled with generous thought for others’ care 


That nothing vain or vulgar found a place! 


We loved him well; but he, best of us all 
And most beloved, has heard the voice of One 
Who loved him more than we, and One whose call 
He ever heeded. Spake his Lord, “Well done 
Thou faithful servant. Rest where cares surcease 


Forever in thy Father’s House of Peace.” 
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After Santiago 
ABERIA, Iberia, 
The God of battles from afar 
Hath frowned on thee, and round the world 
His thunder-bolts, upon thee hurled, 
Have left thy boasted fleets of yore 
Burned, blasted, bruised by many a shore. 


Iberia, Iberia, 

Thy glory fades before the star 

Of Him whom thou dost persecute. 
Against His goads, though resolute, 

Tis hard to kick. Whom gods will slay 
They first make mad. Be wise to-day. 


Iberia, what hast thou sown ? 
The wind. The whirlwind is thy own. 


O Torquemada, Philip too, 


And Alva, vilest of thy crew, 
Thy martyrs ‘neath the altar lie; 
How long, how long, O God, they cry. 


Iberia, Iberia, 

What land on all the earth is there 
That once hath felt thy cruelty, 
And hath not struggled to be free? 
Only by force held in thy thrall, 
They wait for freedom in thy fall. 
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Iberia, the Incas’ ghosts 

Deride thee now with thy proud boasts; 
And Montezuma’s gory shade, 

Into thy council halls has strayed, 

And phantom faces from the Maine, 
Confound thy gunner’s aim, O Spain. 


Iberia, hast thou forgot 

The word of God that changest not ? 
“Vengeance is mine, I will repay.” 

God's foot is on thy neck to-day. 

The Mills of God grind slow but fine. 


The sins of centuries are thine. 


Iberia, [beria, 

The word that came to Nineveh 

Is come to thee. Repent in haste; 
Thy remnant save from war and waste ; 
Bitter will be thy vain regret, 

If God's decree thou dost forget. 


——&«&323——— 


The Children’s Call 


(pi Brother, my Brother, just listen a moment, 
Down deep in thy soul, tell me what dost thou hear, 
The children are calling, in danger of falling; 
Wilt thou to the rescue, so near and so dear? 


Oh, listen again, hear the little ones’ Saviour, 
Down deep in their soul, whisper this unto thee 
“Whatever thou seekest to do for the weakest 
Of my little children is done unto me.” 


Oh, Lord, we are coming, Thy people have heard Thee, 
Our spirits are stirred like the waves of the sea. 

Touch our lives lest we falter, with fire from Thy altar, 

And this be our cry, “Here am I, Lord, send me.” 
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Convention Hymn 
WHY gather ye here, ye sons of men, 
From city and town and forest glen, 
From Berkshire hills to Boston bay, 
Why gather ye here, O tell us pray? 


Old Massachusetts, the land we love, 
We come our fealty and faith to prove. 


The cross our banner, the Bible our rule; 


We work for the children and the Sunday School. 


Why shout you aloud ere the work be done? 
Is the battle o’er and the victory won? 

Are men all living by the Golden Rule? 
And the children all in the Sunday School? 


Save the children, save the land ? 
Let all good patriots “lend a hand.” 

Much has been done. There’s more to do; 
But God is with us and He'll see us through! 


Lines for Album 


WRITE my name unknown to fame, 


Just for a friendly token. 
Whate’er betide may love abide, 


Its bonds be never broken. 
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William Adams Munroe 
EYOND our sight; beyond the shoreless sea; 
Beyond the cares and toils of troubled earth; 
Beyond its transient joys and shallow mirth; 
Our friend has passed. And where to-day is he? 
Our Father’s house, where many mansions be 
Has surely in its holy courts no dearth 
Of fair abodes for godly men of worth 
When called from earth by Heaven’s high decree. 


We miss him as our counsellor and guide; 
We miss his leadership in many a field; 
We miss the help his generous hand supplied, — 
But where the Master calls we humbly yield. 
Brother, farewell, but not forevermore, 
We hope to meet thee on the farther shore. 
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Hymn 
@ EACH me, O Lord, how I may gain 
The strength to set me free from sin; 
I strive and struggle oft in vain, 
But stoop or stumble e’er I win. 


“My child, how doth the lily grow? 
No anxious care doth it endure: 
Its petals open toward the glow 
Of Heavenly light that makes it pure. 


“Open the portals of thy heart; 
Take in the grace in Christ that shone; 
Then thou shalt know the better part 
And victory over sin be won.” 


The lily has its roots in earth, 

But grows away toward the sky; 
So we of sensual clay had birth, 

But have the power to upward fly. 


Tossed all the day upon the sea 
Of busy, bustling, business life; 
The buffets of humanity 
I give and take amid the strife. 


But when draws nigh the eventide, 
I think of home and loved ones there; 
I see in thought the door flung wide 
And love-light shining everywhere. 


Now that the noon of life has passed, 
The length’ning shadows gather slow, 
I see with vision forward cast 


The home beyond to which I go. 


I think of loved ones waiting there, 
Forever free from cares or pains; 
When shall I drop this life of care 


And go where Christ forever reigns? 


But rest will come to weary feet; 

The hush of home to hearts that pine; 
Not death, but greater life, to meet, 

Not night, but light with Christ Divine. 
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The Unknown 
4 OW many things I'd like to know; 


So many dreams that come and go 
And leaves us wondering. 
Why so much truth, so dim and far? 
Why not a sun but just a star 
To light our blundering? 


And yet the stars are suns, they say, 
And if to them we take our way 
We find them burning. 
Perchance, if truth we might come near, 
Sometimes too bright it might appear 
For our discerning. 


I wonder what the future hath 

Whence once we pass the gates of death 
Forever, ah, forever. 

From all of earthly toil and care, 

From all the pains and ills we bear, 
Will death us sever ? 


And how about the loved ones here. 

And all we hold on earth so dear 
And leave behind us? 

Shall we still see and hear and know 

The friends we love and cherish so, 
And will they mind us? 


O, why come clouds to summer skies, 
And why should doubts and fears arise 
And thus life darken? 
Walk we by Faith and not by sight, 
Then Love and Hope will make life bright, 
The Heavenly voice will lead aright 
If we but harken. 
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Laying of the Corner Stone of Ford Building 


Original Hymn. (Tune: “America.” ) 


(i) CHRIST, chief Corner-stone! 
Our faith on Thee alone 
Securely stands. 
To Thee O Lord we pray; 
To Thee we bring to-day 
This stone, which now we lay 
With reverent hands. 


When, upward toward the skies, 

In strength these walls arise, 
May they reveal 

The consecrated will 

Of him who speaketh still; 

Whose trust we would fufill 
With holy zeal. 


Like Zion’s Mount, this hill 
Wilt thou with blessing fill 

As Herman's dew, 
Till yonder halls of state, 
Where worth and wisdom wait, 
Thy grace shall animate 

With purpose true. 


When stand these walls complete, 

With strength and grace replete 
As man may plan. 

Then, Lord, thy servants fill 

With needed grace and skill 

To work our donor's will, 


For God and man. 
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Laying of Corner Stone, First Baptist Church, 
Brockton, Mass. 
i) LORD of Hosts, whose mighty hand 
Hath founded earth, and heaven spanned; 
Whose love hath laid a corner stone 
For us to build our Faith upon. 


The lofty walls this stone shall bear, 
Shall be for Thee a house of prayer. 
Within, Thy truth shall be proclaimed, 


Thy praises sung, Thy mercies named. 


Now may this stone a witness be 
Of covenant, dear Lord, with Thee; 
We to be faithful, loyal, true, 
And Thou, Thy grace each day renew. 
Our Teacher 
(ii) HOLY Teacher, Lord Divine, 


Thy daily lessons we would learn; 
We con them over line by line, 
Oft fail their meaning to discern; 


And then we take them, Lord, to Thee, 
And ask the meaning of the fate 

That seems to be without a key. 
’Tis then Thou sayest, “Children, wait!” 


“A little longer wait and see 
How all things work together well; 
Have faith and keep thy hold on Me, 
And let my Presence with thee dwell.” 


Dear Master, hear our earnest prayer 
That we may so reflect Thy grace 

That youthful souls within our care 
May find in Thee a resting place. 


And when comes graduation day, 
As come it will to every one, 
May it be ours to hear Thee say, 
“Thy prize awaits thee, Child, well done.” 
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The Touch of Jesus 
‘As many as touched Him were made whole” 
TOUCH of Jesus! Let it fall 
Upon our eyes until we see 
How much we owe to Him, our all, 
Who brought to us salvation free. 


O touch of Jesus! Our deaf ears 
Have need to feel its quickening power, 
That ’mid life’s hopes and saddening fears 
Thy voice shall cheer us every hour. 


O touch of Jesus! Let our tongue, 
Inspired by Thee, Thy love proclaim, 

Till everywhere there shall ke sung 
The glory of Thy Holy Name. 


O touch of Jesus! Let our hands 
But feel that Thou dost hold them fast, 
And they shall work at Thy command 
Wherever Thou our lot shall cast 


O touch of Jesus! Let our feet 
But feel the impulse of Thy love, 
And they shall go the world to greet 
With the glad message from above. 


O touch of Jesus! Let my heart, 
My hands, my feet, my soul, my life, 


Be kept so close they ne’er can part 
From Thee amid this worldly strife. 


And when our earthly course is run, 
And we have felt His love sufficed, 

We hope to hear His word, “Well done,” 
Because we have felt the “touch of Christ.” 
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Laving of the Corner Stone, First Baptist Church, 
Melrose, Mass. 
Wednesday, May 30, 1906 


Written for this Occasion 
(i) LORD of Hosts, whose mighty hand 
Hath founded earth and heaven spanned; 
Whose love hath laid a corner stone 


For us to build our Faith upon. 


We sing Thy praise, and humbly pray 
That Thou wilt meet with us to-day: 
And as we lay this corner stone 


Wilt Thou accept it as Thine own. 


The lofty walls this stone shall bear 
Shall be for Thee a house of prayer; 
Within, Thy truth shall be proclaimed; 


Thy praises sung; Thy mercies named. 


Here shall the young Thy precepts learn; 
And hearts with heavenly rapture burn 
As Christ unfolds His sacred word, 

And sinners seek and find their Lord. 


Now may this stone a witness be 

Of covenant, dear Lord, with Thee; 
We to be faithful, loyal, true, 

And Thou Thy grace each day renew. 
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Potter’s Clay 


“Shall the clay say to him that fashioneth it, What makest thou ?”’ 
—Isaiah 45: 9 


“A AM but clay, O Potter! 
And in Thy hands I lie, 
Thou shapest me as pleaseth Thee, 
And so to Thee I cry! — 
“Make of me something beautiful 
That all the world may praise, 
As yesterday of just such clay, 
Thou mad’st a gorgeous vase. 


“Where art Thou now, O Potter, 

For me what hast Thou done? 

How sad my lot —a simple pot 
None care to look upon. 

The vase stands in a palace, 
I in a cottage dim 

Have only power to hold a flower 
For a sick girl’s idle whim. 


“O Clay, I am the Potter, 
But I have honored thee. 
And yet with pain thou dost complain 
And judgest foolishly. 
The vase stands in a palace, 
But useless ’tis as rare, 
Among the things that mammon brings 
It stands for little there. 


“Thou art a maiden’s treasure, 

And not a useless toy, 

Within thee grows a fragrant rose, 
That brings her daily joy. 

The fragrance of thy burden 
Ascends with her pure prayer, 

And angels see how patiently 
Thou wilt thy service bear.” 


—S 
L’Envoi 
I’m in Thy hands, O Potter, 
Shape me as seemeth best, 


But give me grace to fill my place 
Till thou commandest, rest. 


SE 


For Opening Sunday School 


HESUS. Saviour, hear our prayer; 
Hear our song of praise to Thee; 
For Thy truth our hearts prepare; 
Help us learn of Calvary. 


Day of all the days the best; 
Hour of sweet communion free; 
Saviour, be our constant guest, 
While we study Calvary. 


Help me from Thy Word to learn 
How my sin was laid on Thee: 
From Thy love how can I turn, 


When I think of Calvary? 


Loving, I will love Thee more; 
Doubting, to Thy promise flee; 
Wand’ring, Thou wilt me restore, 


When I look to Calvary. 
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“My Friend’ 


| WALKED with him, I talked with him, it seemed but 
yesterday ; 
But now he lies so cold and still; so near, but far away. 


Into the church they carried him where once he walked so free; 
The voices are all hushed and low, but none so still as he. 


They pile the flowers about him in wreaths and garlands fine; 
The air is fragrance laden, and yet he makes no sign. 


The preacher tells his virtues o’er in many a fulsome strain; 
But that pale cheek betrays no flush or sign of modest pain. 


If such kind words with flowers of love had met him years ago, 
Perchance he might have been here still; I’m sure I do not 
know. 


But where is that which thought, and loved, and hoped from 
day to day ? 
That which we see before us now is just its mold of clay. 


And now, alas! ‘tis broken, and all that made it dear 
Has gone forever; but oh where? for ‘tis no longer here. 


We used to talk and speculate of what might be the goal 
Of that great mystery within; of spirit, mind and soul. 


If that sub-conscious something, that is just beyond our ken, 
That sometimes shines into our thought and then goes out 
again, 


Is the real immortal consciousness, that shakes its pinions free 
From the clods of clay that cling to it, and escapes to eternity. 


O how I wonder what he’s learned in these few fleeting hours, 
Of God's eternal plan for man, and his immortal powers. 


Some say that death is wakeless sleep until the Judgment 
ay; 
And then the Judge will waken all, and send each on his way. 


What if tis now that wond'rous day, with angels going forth 
To gather in the chosen ones from all the ends of earth; 
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Perchance the time already comes when all things that offend 
Are being gathered even now from the world that hath no end. 


But what is that within a man that lives forever on, 
When brain and body are at rest and all we see is gone ? 


O come and tell me what you've learned in these few fleeting 
hours 

Since you have left this world of sense and dwell with spirit 
powers. 


I do not ask your marble lips to open and respond ; 
But breathe into my inner soul some hint of the great beyond. 


When I shall come where you are now how will our meeting 
be? 

Can thy spirit clasp the bodiless soul of one who is just set 
free? 


O come to me in the soft west wind, from the place where 
the sun has set, 
And whisper from the measureless land that thou abidest yet. 


Come as the day when darkness flees and the singing of birds 
is heard, 

And breathe in my soul the consciousness that needs not the 
spoken word. 


Hast thou met the friends that both of us loved in the years 
when we were young ? 

Hast thou seen the face of the Sinless One, and the glory 
around Him flung? 


I wait, I watch, I wonder, and I try to abide in peace, 
For I know that God is faithful, and earthly care will cease. 


Sometimes the waiting is weary, but ’twill all be right at last ; 
So I'll patiently bear my burdens on, till the journey of life 
is past. 


For the Saviour of souls is with me; His life is all my light. 
Whatever may come to me from Him, I know it will all be 
right. 
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ee 


To Pastor Merrill 


On leaving the Church at Newton to assume the Presidency 
of Colgate University 


STRENGTHENING the strong with the meat of God's 
Word; 
Calling the careless with hope long deferred; 
Leading on gently the lambs of the fold; 
Sharing the sorrows of young and of old; 
Bearing the burdens of hearts that are sore, 
Upward to Jesus to rest evermore; 
Blessing the altar where join loving hearts; 
Comforting sad ones when life’s light departs, 
Foremost and fearless in every good way; 
Standing for truth midst the shams of the day. 


Such a man surely were a pastor ideal; 


Such a man truly we've seen to be real. 

We may be sad that old ties must be sundered, 

But grateful and glad will be Colgate’s four hundred; 

We send them our greeting: Though they get our pastor, 
We trust that the union will tell for the Master. 

That Colgate will give to the world noble youth, 

Who will battle for righteousness, God, and the truth. 
And the winds that sweep westward full freighted shall be 
With prayers that God’s blessing rest ever on thee. 


February 9th, 1899. 


Life’s Mystery 


“Consider the work of God: for who can make that straight, which he hath 
made crooked? ”’—Eccl. vii: 13 


LIFE! O Death! I ponder long 
Thy mystery. Creation wails; 
The good are weak; the wicked strong; 
Right hides its head and wrong prevails. 


Wild weeds and brambles everywhere 
Grow freely, all without man’s aid; 
But if for grain or fruit he care, 
The curse of Eden must be paid. 


Why grows not grain spontaneously 
And weeds come only when desired? 

Why doth not goodness flourish free 
And sin come only when ’tis hired? 


Is this life all? then there’s no God; 
Or if there is, can He be good? 
While martyred Worth lies ’neath the sod, 


And vice springs rampant where it stood. 


’Tis said that in the ocean deep 
All life is fed from other lives; 

Would that the sea alone might keep 
Such practice,— but on earth it thrives. 


See yonder poor misshapen child; 
Each breath an agony of pain. 
Now who did sin? Was it born defiled 


Because of some ancestral sin? 


So mused I as the damp day died 
And dreary darkness draped the sky. 
My spirit too, of light denied, 
In desolation seemed to lie. 
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And then I heard, or seemed to hear 
Within my soul, a still voice say: 

“O foolish mortal, cease to fear, 
And learn to trust God’s righteous sway.” 


Thou little knowest where doth lie 

True happiness or sorrow’s blight. 
That both exist none may deny; 

But each to find needs heavenly light. 


See yonder child of poverty 
With chips and stones a castle build. 
He shouts and claps his hands with glee; 
His little soul with joy is filled. 


But now some careless passer-by 

Has toppled down its walls and towers, 
Or oftener, some malicious guy 

Sweeps at a stroke the work of hours. 


See yonder man of wealth and tone, 

He builds perchance a brown stone block, 
Or warehouse, that he calls his own. 

All seem secure ’neath bolt and lock. 


But now the goddess Fortune turns 
And looks persistently away; 

His best plans fail; his castle burns; 
He sees his lifelong hopes decay. 


He’s but a child of older growth; 
His block is but a plaything too; 
The falling walls bring grief to both; 


Each seeks relief in something new. 


The larger work brings larger care; 
He knows as little as the child: 

His best laid plans may fade in air 
And he to fate unreconciled. 


But what is all this passing scene 
In the endless play of age on age? 
Only a glimpse the acts between; 
God's curtain hides a mighty stage. 
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When comes the call each takes his cue; 
Some play the saint and some the knave. 
Some act the fool—the sage a few— 
The curtain falls,—then waits the grave. 


But look where time’s horizon far, 
Shuts from our vision age on age, 
As space beyond the distant star. 
No thought can trace its final stage. 


Our God has all eternity 

To work His plans for human weal. 
We but a little portion see, 

And dumbly wait the riven seal. 


Sometime a rift in cloudy skies 

A little beam of sunshine shows, 
To tell us that beyond them lies 

A world where golden glory glows. 


So through the threatening clouds of sin 
That drape the world, some sunlight strives. 
Amid life’s struggle and its din 
We glimpses catch of holy lives. 


And in some lives that seem so dark, 
Where naught of good is left to name. 
There is within a vital spark 
That grace may kindle into flame. 


O life divine! and may we dare 
To hope that by Thy saving grace, 
We somehow, sometime and somewhere 
May in Thy presence find a place? 


The light within our soul that shines 
Was never seen on land or sea; 

The Spirit only knows its signs, 
And seeing, knows our destiny. 


O Christ, who brought this light to earth, 
And by Thy mighty love Divine 

Hast shown us what this life is worth, 
When God and man in One combine. 
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O give us faith when sight denied; 
Give us to doubt our doubts of Thee, 

And in Thy mighty love confide, 
Which was, and is, and e’er shall be. 


So knowing little, trusting more, 

We climb through darkness toward the light; 
Our feet with sins and strife are sore, 

Our eyes are toward the shining light. 


O hills of God that shine afar, 
We catch the breath of thy pure air; 
We see through melting clouds thy star; 
Our hearts grow warm as on we fare. 


O soul of mine, rise up from earth, 
Its petty cares and ceaseless strife. 
’Twas not for this God gave thee birth, 
But to embrace Eternal Life. 


Think not Heaven's light is far away; 
It meets thee here if anywhere. 

This side life’s sunset find it play: 
Wait not to find it “over there.” 


O Blessed Christ; Thy Life, Thy Death, 

Hath heaven to human hearts brought down; 
We'll praise Thee till our latest breath; 

We'll serve Thee till we wear Thy crown. 


O Life, O Death, Thy mystery 
The mighty love of Christ hath shown. 
We'll trust where’er we may not see, 
Until we know that we are known. 
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VEnvoi 


*Mid cloudy skies one star shines clear,—’tis Duty; 
To live, to love, to lift my fellow men; 

To show in mine the Christ life in its heauty; 
To humbly trust in things beyond my ken. 
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Life’s Autumn 
iF E'S springtime glad hath passed beyond recalling, 


And summer’s lengthening days of toil and care; 
Now on my head the whitening frosts are falling, 
The chill of coming winter fills the air. 


Yet in these Indian summer days is given 
Mirage of scenes beyond the wide world’s bound; 
With Love's sweet sunshine cold gray clouds are riven; 
With bright hued autumn leaves the days are crowned. 


T know the hand that paints the autumn’s token; 
I know the heart that melts the leaden sky; 

I know that hand was pierced, that heart was broken, 
That Life, and Love, and Hope might never die. 


And though rough winds the dying leaves may scatter, 
And winter’s winding sheet spread over all, 

The sometime spring will all life’s shackles shatter, 
And newer life awake at Jesus’ call. 


Hymn 
Sung at the Laying of the Corner Stone of Emmanuel Baptist Church, 
Newton, May 1, 1885 
Tune: Hamburg 


(i CHRIST, our Rock, chief Corner Stone, 
On which Thy church forever stands, 
Wilt Thou our work and worship own, 
And take this offering at our hands? 


In faith and love this stone we lay, 

And when these walls have upward grown, 
Within them, when Thy people pray, 

O hear and answer from Thy throne. 


Let peace and unity abound, 
Thy gospel in its course be free; 
Thy presence here be ever found 
Till earthly temples cease to be. 
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Wedding Anniversary 
To Mr. and Mrs. William W. Main, September 3, 1903 


N° silver wedding is complete 
Without a poem, so ’tis said, é 
And so, perchance with halting feet, 
And rhymes that oft refuse to wed, 
We pour forth this as our oblation— 
If help it may this glad occasion. 


Dear Friends, it surely cannot be, 

That you, who seem so young in life, 
Have for a quarter-century 

Been matched and mated man and wife. 


Old Father Time, he must have slumbered 
And let the years go by unnumbered. 


A quarter-century of such years 
Should on your features be well scored; 
Some furrows show the sometime tears; 
Some silver hair amid your hoard. 
Old Time, he must have been quiescent, 
Or else his marks are evanescent. 


The weight of years should bow the form; 
Cares clog the feet with heaviness; 

But you, though in life’s battle warm, 
Stand yet unmarked by storm or stress. 

Perhaps true love could tell the story 

How young to keep though years are hoary. 


The years have come, the years have gone, 
Like summer clouds across the sky, 
And some were fair to look upon, 
And some perchance cast shadows nigh, 
For none can say, “I know not sorrow,” 
But Hope points on to bright to-morrow. 
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But fair must be the retrospect 
Of five and twenty years just past, 
For you dear friends, who can reflect 
On so much bread on waters cast — 
Cast forth upon Life’s restless ocean; 
Its sure return rewards devotion. 


As one by one the years go by— 
Years filled with toil for fellow men, 
The soul mounts toward a clearer sky 
And sees what selfish souls ne'er ken. 
Yea, Life is what we choose to make it— 
A prize for all, but how few take it. 


So, looking backward thro’ the years, 
We trace your Master’s guiding hand, 
That ever led through hopes and fears 
And in whose strength to-day you stand; 
From all the Past the Future borrow, 
And trust the same Guide for to-morrow. 


We're glad to meet you at your home; 
With you enjoy this social cheer; 
We're glad for all the joys that come 
To faithful lives from year to year; 
And may the Past shine through the Present 
To make the Future doubly pleasant. 


But if our God your lives shall spare 
For yet a quarter-century more, 
We shall not all be here to share 
The welcome of your open door. 
But here or in the great forever — 
True lives and love no time can sever. 


Go on, dear friends, may length of days 
And fullness of God’s favor find 

Your work still counting for His praise, 
And for the blessing of mankind. 

In faith and hope of future meeting, 

Accept in love this humble greeting. 
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Waiting for the Tide 
Before Sailing from New York on a European Tour 
HpROM loving hearts I break away 
Beyond the sea to roam, 
And many a mile and many a day 


Part me and my loved home. 


And yet the task is less severe, 
Because beyond the sea, 
I’ve also friends, God knows how dear, 


Who wait and watch for me. 


So when, as evening shadows fall, 


I see the boatman pale, 
And, “All aboard,” shall hear him call 
And from life’s harbor sail. 


It will not be unmixed regret, 
For in eternity 
The loved ones I on earth have met, 


Will wait and watch for me. 


So day by day we trust our Guide, 
And holding fast His hand, 

We wait the turning of the tide 
Which takes us far from land. 


New York Harbor, June 13, 1896 


Consecration 
(i CHRIST of God, Thy life Divine 


I want within my soul; 
Dissolving all this will of mine 
In Thy complete control. 


When Thou in me and I in Thee 
Are one in union sweet, 

To serve Thee best my care will be; 
Thy love my sure retreat. 


Thou wilt be with me all the days; 
It is Thy promise old. 

Take Thou my hand and all life’s ways 
By Thee shall be controlled. 


And when the valley men call dark 
I see through mists afar, 

My every need Thou well wilt mark 
And be my guiding Star. 


Thy Kingdom Come 


wor as we would, O Lord, but in Thy way, 
And only this we ask; That we may stand 
Each in his lot and place; and work and pray 
As servants glad to do what Thou hast planned. 
Thy will be done. 
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Father Time 
I (LD Father Time is a busy man; 


No wonder he has a famous name; 
He works all day, its longest span, 
And nights and Sundays just the same. 


II Each passing hour he turns his glass; 
His scythe cuts clean as on he fares; 
Mankind before him are as grass, 
Or high or low he little cares. 


III This century new is naught to him 
With all the wonders that it brings; 

Still tramps he on with visage grim, 

And as he goes he ever sings: — 


IV “Move on, move on, the Past is gone, 
The Present days are fleeting, 
The dead years sleep, who will may weep, 
But the Future waits your greeting.” 


V_ So sings he on and shuts the doors 
Of all the years that past us go. 
Fast closed are they with all their stores 
Of joy and sorrow, weal or woe. 


VI Could we the old year’s doors set wide 
And once again their halls retread, 
I’m sure that we would set aside 
Some things we've done, some things we've said. 


VII With time-locks all the doors are fast 
To open when the Judgment brings 

All things to view from all the past, 
And still old Time forever sings: — 


VIII “Move on, move on, the Past is gone, 
The Present days are fleeting. 
The dead years sleep, who will may weep; 
The Future waits your greeting.” 
IX Thank God we have the Future still, 
And as to-morrows make to-days 
We may stamp each one with good or ill, 
But Father Time makes no delays. 
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XVI 


XVII 


XVIII 


XIX 


We're glad the Past is not all bad; 
That some kind words and some kind deeds 
Have left a record not all sad, 
But something done for others’ needs. 
Now, standing at the century’s gate, 
We'll let the dead Past bury its dead. 
Well seize the days ere yet too late 
And with each one some good deed wed. 
The nineteenth century has just passed; 
The twentieth comes without delay; 
The new seems very like the last, 
Most things go on the old, old way. 
We eat, we sleep, we work, we pray, 
When gay we laugh, when sad we sigh, 
To-day is much like yesterday, 
This century like the one gone by. 
We plan church socials as of yore, 
We welcome strangers to our fare, 
On Sundays hear the preacher’s store 
Of gathered thought, and music rare. 
We find this world a place of sighs; 
Especially the plumber’s bills. 
We cannot heat or cold despise 
So coal and ice are added ills. 
The ladies still for bargains go, 
Just as they did in the century old; 
They hang their watches out for show, 
And pocketless their purses hold. 
The men get hasty lunch in town, 
Dyspepsia too, as heretofore. 
They wear not yet the angel’s crown, 
Who can and over ledgers pore ? 
Just as he did in nineteen ought, 
The grocer sells in nineteen one; 
A few cheap things are all we bought, 
When comes the bill we feel undone. 
Life’s duties still claim each its share 
Of time or trouble, sacrifice, 
Yet never we such burdens bear 
But we receive a bounteous price. 
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XX Thank God that Love abideth still: 
And Faith and Hope and Peace alway, 
And every step to do His will 
Finds in His service royal pay. 


XXI Then let Old Father Time sing on, 
The Future shall eclipse the Past, 

Each present hour see duty done, 
And rest in Peace be ours at last. 
Christmas 


ING out ye merry Christmas bells, 
Your gladdest notes employ. 
Ring out for all your music tells 
Of Hope and Love and Joy. 
Ring out across the glistening snow; 
Ring out through storm and gale; 
Ring into hearts aflood with woe 
And homes where comforts fail. 


Ring out the Christ-child’s story far 
As human hearts are found, 

And let the light of Bethlehem’s star 
In every home abound. 

Touch every heart with strong desire 
To help another's need; 

| | Set every heart with zeal on fire 


To heal the hearts that bleed. 


tT Tis not alone on Juda’s hill 
ft Was heard the angels’ song 
Of peace on earth, to men good will, 
That echoing years prolong. 
*Tis not the Bethlehem manger holds 
The only child divine, 
But every cradle stills enfolds 
A child of heavenly line. 


And not alone was Mary’s heart 
As with a sword pierced through, 

But every mother feels the dart 
That strikes her child anew. 
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With God’s own will did Mary set 
Her heart in full accord, 

And saintly souls of mothers yet 
Do magnify the Lord. 


But Christ has risen and abides 
With all who give Him room; 
His gentle presence ever guides, 
Makes Hope and Love to bloom. 
O weary heart: fresh courage take 
With every Christmas peal. 
O happy heart, again awake 
And magnify thy zeal. 


The: Soul’s Inquiry 


PYHAT am I? This that you see 
Of fleshly form with features fair, 
Or furrowed with the lines of care 
Is but the tent that shelters me. 


Of all I see, or think, or feel; 

Of all I do, I am a part. 

Each act or thought upon the heart 
Doth leave its mark for woe or weal. 


With light or dark threads interwove 
Such is the warp and woof of life. 
But still amid the mortal strife 

I cling to God’s Immortal Love. 


Thou art my dwelling place, O Lord, 
And though too oft I leave my home, 
I’m always glad to cease to roam 


And claim the promise of Thy Word. 


“Come unto Me and leave Thy load 
Of cankering care or crushing grief; 
I have for all a sure relief, 

For homeless ones a sure abode.” 
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FO Rev. Henry, Ay GOORGAD AD; 


On His Eightieth Birthday 


HEAR Brother Cooke, I’m glad the Lord 
Has granted you such length of days; 
He surely has fulfilled His word — 
“Blessed are they that keep my ways.” 


I need not ask if you have found 
Some “Balm in Gilead” whose grace 
Prolongs your years beyond the bound 
Allotted most of human race. 


For well I know your trust in God, 
And cheerful love for all mankind 
Have kept you young, as you have trod 
Life’s varied ways with peaceful mind. 


For all the years that you have wrought 
In earnest work for Him you love, 
I’m glad these later years have brought 

To you His blessing from above. 


Recurring birthdays bring to mind 
The truth, that time is on the wing; 
And added years but serve to bind 
In dearer ties the friends they bring. 


How great the mercy of our God 

Has been to us. Though far and wide 
Our paths diverge, yet we have trod 

Or tried to tread, where He doth guide. 


How many friends we used to know 
Have passed beyond our present sight. 

They've gone the way that we must go, 
And dwell, we trust, in heavenly light. 


Though past life’s noon-time, you and I 
May sunshine see in afternoon; 
Above us still is God’s blue sky; 


Around us, Love and Friendship’s boon. 
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And Light, and Life, and Love abide 
With all who walk with Jesus here; 

And Death is but the opening wide 
Of entrance doors to greater cheer. 


Thank God for fellowship with friends, 
And all the blessings of His grace. 

We welcome gladly what He sends, 
Until we see Him face to face. 


Though long upon Life’s stormy sea 
Your bark has borne you bravely on; 

Long may it yet sail full and free 
Before the final port is won. 


But soon or late, the Pilot's hand 
Will safely guide thy bark aright, 
And when you come at last to land, 


Twill be the land of Love and Light. 


As comes the sunset’s golden glow 
After the cloudy day is past; 

As comes the sunshine and the bow 
After a stormy sky o’ercast; 


So when our westering sun sinks low 
Twill be on other lands to shine. 

May Faith and Hope, with golden glow, 
To life’s last hours bring Light Divine. 


Though past are eighty years to-day, 
Still may the prophet’s promise bright 
Be ever yours to cheer your way— 
“At evening time it shall be light.” 


Dedicatory Hymn 
Allston Chapel, March 27, 1898 


GOD, of suns and spheres the source, 
We too are creatures of Thy power. 
Through Christ we dare to raise our prayer 


And seek Thy blessing at this hour. 


When Israel’s tribes the desert trod, 
Thy presence was their guiding light; 
On Horeb’s crown Thy power came down, 
And Moses’ face from Thine was bright. 


Elijah prayed on Carmel’s hill; 
Celestial fire made good his:claim. 
On Solomon Thy favor shone, 
His temple glowed with holy flame. 


Thy promise yet again fulfilled 
On day of Pentecost we see; 

As tongues of fire true souls inspire 
Of those who wait in faith on Thee. 


Thou who didst feed a multitude 
With loaves and fishes from a lad, 
Let us be fed with living bread, 
And make Thy people’s hearts be glad. 


No marble walls, no sunlit dome, 
No sculptured frieze with strange device, 
No altar shrine with slaughtered kine 
We offer for our sacrifice. 


But here and now, O God of Heaven, 
We dedicate this house to Thee; 
The gift of hearts where love imparts 

To each its blessed ministry. 


Come down, O God, with holy fire, 
And let our hearts Thine altar be, 

That they may glow ere hence we go, 
With sacrifice of self to Thee. 
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“Go Work” 


Closing Words of Address at Baptist S. S. Anniversary, 1899 


‘(i FRIENDS, good friends, who know God's truth, 
And knowing dare to stand, 
Remember Him who died for you; 
Recall His great command; 
“Go into all the wide, wide world, 
And preach my gospel true; 
I go unto my Father’s house, 
To make a place for you.” 


Good friends, the work is on our hands; 
We can not lay it by; 

We hear the world’s unceasing din; 
We hear the children’s cry. 

’Tis ours to bring the Christ of Peace, 
To break the bread of life, 

To feed the hungry souls of men, 
In love to drown all strife. 


If Christ His cross has borne for us, 
And we His grace enjoy, 

How can we selfishly forbear, 
To all our powers employ 

Of mind and body, head and heart, 
To bring our Christ to all? 

And when our work below is done, 


We'll hear His higher call. 
<<23 
At Sunday School Convention 


SOMETIME when far beyond these scenes 

And all the work that we have planned, 
We'll know far better what it means, 
And what is dark we'll understand. 


So speak we now the cheering word ; 
So sing we now the song of praise; 
So pray we now, O Blessed Lord, 
That Thou wilt guide us all the days. 
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At the close of the day | came to my Lord 
With a praver for pardon and the old sweet word— 
““ Now I lay me down to sleep 
I] pray Thee, Lord, my soul to keep. 
If I should die before I wake 
I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to take.” 


HERE came from the depths of my soul a voice 
That spake no word and made no noise, 

Like a bubble you've seen arise in a lake 
And come to the surface and silently break. 
And in voiceless words it seemed to say 
“Your life has been utterly selfish to-day. 
And now at its close you selfishly pray. 
For others’ needs you have had no care, 
Think of the selfish old, old prayer,” 
““T lay me down to sleep” indeed ; 
But some there are who in their need 
Seek sleep in vain, with care oppressed 
Or plagued with pain they find no rest. 
Hast thou no word for such as these? 
Or seekest only thyself to please ? 
If I should die before I wake,” 
But what if death should come and take 


Your neighbor sick across the way ? 


Hast thou no care for him to pray? 


Then this was the prayer that came to me; 
And my soul had peace like Galilee 
When the Saviour had calmed the stormy sea. 
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My Evening Prayer 


HEAVENLY FATHER, ere I sleep 
I lift my soul to Thee on high 
And like a weary child I creep 
Into Thy loving arms to lie. 


I want to thank Thee for Thy care 
Of all my wayward steps this day ; 
I pray for grace to kindly bear 
Life’s burdens that upon me weigh. 


Lord, bless my loved ones far and near, 
I think them over one by one; 

I trust Thy care ; forgive my fear, 
And help me say “Thy will be done.” 


And may I not forget, O Lord, 
That others have their loved ones, too ; 
Bless them as well—their faith reward 
By answered prayer, and blessings new. 


And if some lonely ones there be 

For whom no loved ones pray or care, 
How have they double need of Thee; 

O Lord, help them ere they despair. 


So may the poor, the sick, the weak, 
All who in sin and darkness grope, 

Be led Thy gracious face to seek, 
And granted Thy abundant hope. 


Forgive me, Lord, that I have prayed 
As if Thou ever could’st forget, 
Or did’st not know whom Thou hast made, © 

Or needed my poor words:—and yet, 


O gracious Savior, Thou hast taught 
That in our need to Thee we cry; 

O grant us what is best—unsought, 
And what we wrongly seek, deny. 

So resting in Thy arms of love, 
I close the record of the day; 

Trusting the blood of Christ may prove 
Its power to wash all stains away. 
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And when my last repose I take, 
And close my eyes to earth, O then 
May I in Heaven’s bright morning wake 
I pray, for Jesus’ sake, Amen. 


Our Call 


Sung at Boston Baptist Social Union, March 4, 1901 


TE hear the Word that comes to us with passing centuries’ 
flow: 
The voice of Him who died for us, to save a world from woe: 
“Go into all the wide wide world, to every creature go, 
The gospel message sound. 
Lo I am with you alway till the world shall have an end, 
So fear ye not, but forward go,—your songs with angels’ blend, 
Fling wide the banner of the cross and all your courage lend 
Till Christ as King is crowned. 


CHORUS 
Glory, glory hallelujah, 
Glory, glory hallelujah, 
Glory, glory hallelujah, 
God’s Truth is marching on. 


Why tarry ye when Christ doth lead, His Word shall never fail, 
His breath can scatter nations wide as autumn leaves the gale, 
His mighty hand none may withstand and kings and empires 
quail 
When He doth lead us on. 
The blood of martyred saints doth cry “O brothers, O how 
long 
Shall we beneath the altar lie and none avenge our wrong ?” 
Go forth with consecrated hearts and soon the triumph song 
Shall tell the victory won. 


CHORUS 


Glory, glory hallelujah, 
Glory, glory hallelujah, 
Glory, glory hallelujah, 
God’s Truth is marching on. 
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LOVING hearts that God has touched. 
Who long to do His will; 
Consider well His chosen way 


And His behest fulfil. 


| To Sunday School Teachers 

| ’Tis well to glean among the few; 
Where youthful sheaves abundant wait 
To fill Heaven’s garners deep. 


O suffer not the tender youth 
To pass beyond your care 

Until within their hearts the truth 
Is sown and rooted there. 


But better still to reap 


To My Pastor with a Copy of 


“The Mind of the Master ”’ 


JN token of Christmas good will, my dear pastor, | 
I send you with this “The Mind of the Master” 

As seen by His friend, yclept Ian Maclaren, 

The field of whose thought, you know, never lies barren. 


In soil such as this you can plow a deep furrow, 

While I only just near the surface may burrow, 

It is yours to turn up the deep things that lie buried 
| That they may be seen and to other minds carried. 


Thy plow can run deep,—on the surface, my harrow; 

One turns up rich earth,—one worms for the sparrow. 
With life passing swiftly we'll both work the faster 

To know and to follow “The Mind of the Master.” 


ewton, December 24, 1896 
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The Beautiful Day 
“A THANK Thee, Lord, for this beautiful day!” 


Such was the prayer at eventide, 
Of a maiden fair as she kneeled to pray 

In her humble home her couch beside. 
Blind from her birth, she had never seen 

The sunshine over the green fields play, 
Yet prayed she at eve with rare grace I ween, 


“T thank Thee, Lord, for this beautiful day.” 


She never had seen the setting sun 
Shed its glory over the golden west; 
Or the stars come silently one by one 
And watch while the world was hushed to rest. 
No waving fields of golden grain ; 
No verdant meadows with flowers gay; 
Yet each day closed with the sweet refrain, 


“T thank Thee, Lord, for this beautiful day.” 


The soul that is beautiful needs no eye 
To look on the outward things of sense, 
It dwells in the love that comes from on high, 
And beauty and gladness come from thence. 
What though the green meadows she never beheld? 
Their fragrance was wafted by winds at play, 
And gladsome of heart the sweet song swelled, 
“T thank Thee, Lord, for this beautiful day.” 


What though the glory of setting sun, 
Or the silent stars that watch above, 

She never had seen when the day was done ? 
She feels the breath of a mighty love, 

And looks with the eyes of the soul beyond 
Where the “vision splendid” she sees alway , 
And her soul breaks forth from its earthly bond, 
“T thank Thee, Lord. for this beautiful day.” 


Envoi 


If one who was blind had ever in mind 
Her grateful song of thanksgiving to say, 
Much more should we share in her daily prayer, 


“IT thank Thee, Lord, for this beautiful day.” 
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The Larger OutlooR 


(PUR world is large, but when afar 
The eye through heavenly spaces runs, 

Our earth is but a tiny star 

Among ten thousand shining suns. 
Life may be long as we count years; 

But when we view eternity, 
How vast the span of time appears; 

End nor beginning can we see. 


We gaze beyond this life with awe; 
Faith tells us we shall still live on; 
But what will be the higher law 
When we with earthly things have done? 
This brain wherein the Spirit dwells, 
The seat of consciousness so vast; 
When “earth to earth” dissolves its cells 
Where then will all our thought be cast? 


Shall we look back o’er earthly days, 
And vainly wish to live again 

The years we spent in heedless ways; 
The days of pleasure or of pain? 

Or sigh in vain that we no more 
Made ready for our future home, 

Or laid so scanty wealth in store 
Where moth nor rust can never come? 


Away ye clouds of doubt and care! 
For Christ has given His sure word: 
“A place for you I will prepare 
If you will trust your loving Lord.” 
I know not what this house may be— 
That mansion built in Heaven above, 
Not made with hands, but I shall see 


The glad fruition of His love. 
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Fiftieth Anniversary 
Of the Boston South Baptist Sunday School Association, February, 1902 


| E bring Thee praise, O God, this day, 
That half a century, year by year, 

Thy guiding hand has led our way, 
Thy love has been our constant cheer. 


From year to year we meet to plan 

How we may teach Thy Holy Word, 
And thus to help as best we can 

Our youth to know and serve their Lord. 


The swelling tide of years has swept 
A host of loved ones from our side. 
Their forms we miss, but we have kept 
Their mem’ry green; their works abide. 
While yet we wait, inspire our hearts 
With holy zeal and purpose pure 
To teach the truth Thy Word imparts, 
| The Word that ever standeth sure. 
/ 
( 


Convention Hymn 
ye” gather ye here, ye sons of men, 


From city and town and forest glen, 
From Berkshire Hills to Boston Bay, 
Why gather ye here, O tell us, pray? 


Old Massachusetts, the land we love, 
We come our fealty and faith to prove. 
The cross our banner; the Bible our rule; 


We work for the children and the Sunday school. 


Why shout you aloud ere the work be done? 
Is the battle o’er and the victory won? 

Are men all living by the Golden Rule? 
And the children all in the Sunday school? 


Save the children, save the land. 

Let all good patriots “lend a hand.” 

Much has been done. There's more to do; 
But God is with us and He'll see us through. 
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Convention Song 


Sung at Twelfth Anniversary of Massachusetts Baptist Sunday School 
Association, Springfield, October 29, 1896 


(Tune: Webb) 


(QJOME let us join in singing 
One song to Jesus’ name, 
Who our salvation bringing 
To earth from Heaven came. 
Then let us tell to others 
The story all around, 
Till, like a band of brothers, 


Our hearts in one are bound. 


We love old Massachusetts, 
Her valleys and her hills, 
Her towns, her busy cities, 
Where man his task fulfills. 
We bring the Bible story 
To every child of man, 


That all may share the glory 
Of God's great gospel plan. 


Pure are the breezes blowing, 
O’er Berkshire’s hills so fair ; 
With Autumn’s tints are glowing 
Our valleys everywhere. 
When God’s pure Spirit holy 
Breathes o'er our heart of hearts, 
Far brighter is the glory 
His Presence there imparts. 


From Berkshire’s hills to Boston, 
From Adams to Cape Ann, 
We'll try to save each lost one 
From sin and Satan’s ban, 
Till all the children gathered 
From valley, hill and plain, 
Shall know of their great Shepherd 
“And His good follower, Main.” 
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rays Ls Ae een, 


The Fribourg Organ 


HF ever you go to Switzerland, 
Whatever else you may have planned, 
Don’t miss old Fribourg town. 
It lies in the arms of the river Saarn, 
And perched upon its rocky cairn 
From its height it looketh down. 


The bridges, hung above the tide, 
Spanning its gorges deep and wide 
Like spiders’ webs are strung. 
You'll see the quaint old Rathaus gray ; 
The lime tree, too, of which they say 
* Tis centuries since ’ twas young. 


But most of all, the ancient church 
Will gratify your earnest search 

For treasures of old art. 
In sculpture, read the Judgment Scene ; 
About the Portal, scores I ween 

Of stony faces start. 


But do not please alone the eye; 

The ear has claims, and if you try 
Success will be your own. 

The old church holds an organ rare; 

None in the world with it compare 


In sweetness of its tone. 


When o’er the western mountain line 
The sun has left its parting sign, 
His trailing robe of gold. 
When the angels in the windows fade : 
And dark and deeper grows the shade 
Under the arches old. 
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A dim light in the organ loft, 
A gentle tone as sweet and soft 
As if an angel sang, 


Then louder, deeper, solemn tones 
That seem to shake the altar stones 
As down the aisles they rang, 


’ Tis said, in days we cannot name, 

A stranger to the old church came 
And heard the organ sound. 

He listened, then, as ill at ease, 

He begged that he might touch the keys 
Just for a single round. 


The organist, both gray and old, 
Marvelled that one should be so bold 
As thus to interfere: 
“Ah no,” he cried, “It is not meet, 
For I alone have held this seat 
For many and many a year.” 


AE OT en Sn A ce A 


Most earnestly the stranger plead: 

As strenuously the old man said, 
“Tt must not, cannot be 

That anyone but I alone 

Should from this lofty organ throne 
Send forth its melody.” 


The stranger pleads with words well told; 
The old man yields; and now behold 
The stranger in his seat. 
The organist with trembling sees ; 
He draws the stops, he feels the keys 
As an old friend to greet. 


The old man waits; he hears no word, 

But feels the air about him stirred 
With a low and gentle chord 

That breathed among the arches dim; 

Was it the pictured virgin’s hymn 

As she sang to her infant Lord? 
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Then louder, deeper, came a moan 
As of a soul’s despairing groan 
Beset by sin and death. 
He thought of the sculptured Judgment scene 
High on the wall,—Ah could it mean 
Those stony forms had breath ? 


And now he hears as though from Heaven, 
The sweetest tones that ere were given 
To mortal ears to hear. 
The quiring angels seemed to sing 
In sweeter tones than songs of Spring 
When flowers and birds appear. 


Now more triumphant and more loud, 

Around the great white throne the crowd 
Of angels blend their song. 

The morning stars together sing ; 

The Sons of God make Heaven ring 
With chorus loud and strong. 


The old man listened, spake no word, 

But all his soul within him stirred 
With wonder at his guest, 

Whose magic touch could fill the air 

With every passion men may share 
That came at his behest. 


Now softly murmuring dies the strain, 
Like distant thunder after rain, 

When scattered sunbeams gleam. 
The song-birds skyward soar away 
From sight, and died their last low lay, 

And silence reigns supreme. 


The spell that o’er the old man hung 
Now breaks; at last he finds his tongue ; 
“Who art thou, great unknown?” he said, 
“I do not care to tell it thee, 
But lest I churlish seem to be, 
They call me Mendelssohn.” 
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“O Mendelssohn; great Mendelssohn ! 
Whose fame through all the world is known! 
I would not let thee play 
Until you begged me o’er and o'er; 
O pardon, for it grieves me sore 
That I should say thee, nay.” 


Had I but known it was thy hand 

That sought these song-pipes to command, 
How gladly I had given 

This seat to one whose slave I’d be 

If only I might wake as he 
The minstrelsy of Heaven.” 


There is a harp of thousand strings, 
That to each soul sweet music brings 
When touched by loving hand; 
But what discordant notes arise, 

That all sweet harmony defies 
When self and sin command. 


Although His face we may not see, 
There’s one who's waiting patiently 
Upon our hearts to play; 
And when His hand doth touch the strings, 
And Love Divine its music brings, 


Oh who would say Him “ Nay.” 


Forgive, O Christ, our selfish fears 

That kept Thee waiting all these years 
And yielded not our place, 

When such a mighty Master’s hand 

Would fill the soul with music grand 
And all our hearts with grace. 


All nature moves in harmony, 

From sweep of stars and song of sea 
To chirp of little birds. 

*Tis man alone the music mars,— 

O let the hand that rolls the stars 
Control our thoughts and words. 
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New Year’s Resolves 


JO be glad and grateful every day 
For all the blessings I receive; 
To thank the Giver while I pray 
His grace to guide me morn and eve. 


To think to speak, to act each day 
So loving, gentle, tender, true, 
That every one I meet will say 
“T’m better since I met with you.” 


To live with men, to live with God, 

To hold with each communion sweet; 
As He hath led the way I’ve trod, 

To trust Him still to guide my feet. 


And if, sometimes, I blindly grope 
Among the clouds that round me lie, 
In some far future still I hope 
To see and know the reason why. 


So trusting, loving, praying still, 
Go on as grace to me is given. 

When clouds arise know ’tis His will, 
And wait in faith the light of Heaven. 


At Eventide 
BOVE, dark clouds shut out the light; 


Around, grey mists obscure the sight; 
The world is dreary. 
A heart from whence all love has fled; 
And faith is faint and hope is dead; 
O life is weary. 


But now ere close the gates of day, 

The western sky doth all display 
A golden glory. 

A light beyond this earthly sphere 

Hath made Heaven’s golden gates appear; 
O wondrous story. 


A power beyond this world has caught 

My sullen soul, and to it brought 
New life and beauty. 

Life’s afternoon with hope is bright, 

And glory comes before the night, 
And lightens duty. 


A Vision 
F | SEE the pictured curtain lift 
That screens my inner self from me; 


On wings of light from out the rift 
Is borne a heavenly melody. 


As clearer glows the vision fair, 

As sweeter flows the song of peace, 
O noisy world, O cankering care, 

Let thy disturbing whisperings cease. 


I am the sole spectator here; 
The player and the stage as well; 
The light falls not from star or sphere 
That music soft—ah, who can tell! 


But if I tune my soul aright, 
And drive distracting noises out, 
I hear the song, I see the light 
That darkness dissipates and doubt. 
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The Footsteps of Jesus 


+6 HVE lived two score of years or more, 
God’s Holy Word has been my guide; 
I’ve read of Jesus o’er and o'er; 


His walks, His talks, and how He died.” 


I've often wished that I might tread 
The Holy Ground His feet have trod, 
And view the land of which ’tis said, 
Here wrought the Mighty Son of God.” 


“The plains o’er which the angels sang; 
The village where the Christ child grew ; 
The hill-side where His accents rang 
To teach men to be good and true.” 


“The lake whose waves obeyed their Lord; 

The shores whose sands His feet have pressed ; 
The cities, where His mighty word 

Brought life and hope to souls distressed; 


“The Holy City’s templed site; 
Sweet Bethany; Dread Calvary: 

All these and many a sacred height 
I never have, but fain would see.” 


So spake my friend with anxious care 
When he had read with reverence due 
The Holy Word at evening prayer, 
And traced the path that Jesus knew. 


Then to the door my friend I led ; 


The evening sky was clear and bright. 
“What dost thou see above thy head ? 
The moon and stars of silver light.” 
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“Now see the pole star, ever true: 
It looked on Jesus on the lake 
When wind and wave their Master knew 


And hushed their tumult for His sake.” 


Though you these lands may never see, 
Or feel the breath of Sharon’s flowers, 
Or float thy boat on Galilee 
Or see the Holy City’s towers, 


Yet with these witnesses above 
Thou may’st with Jesus walk again, 
And know the fragrance of His love 
That’s sweeter than all Sharon’s plain. 


Not now by Syria’s bourne confined, 
Our Saviour comes where two or three 
Are gathered in His name, to find 
His home where hearts in love agree. 


His footprints on Tiberias’ shore 
The waves have wasted long ago, 
But Holy hearts forever more 
His stately steppings love to show. 


The full-orbed moon that saw Him lie 


That night in sad Gethsemane 
Looks down upon us quietly, 


And bids us say “He died for me.” 


We may not see the empty tomb 
That Mary saw one Sunday morn; 

But in our hearts, if we make room, 
The living Saviour will be born. 


Then let us praise the Father's love 
That gave to earth His only Son, 
And sent His Spirit from above 


That we to Heaven might be won. 
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Henry L. Haskell 


On His Birthday 


EAR friend of days long since gone by, 
I'm glad to greet you once again, 
To know that though the years may fly 
Our faithful friends may still remain. 


Recurring birthdays bring to mind 
The truth that time is on the move; 
But added days serve but to bind 
In closer bonds the ties of love. 


How great the mercy of our God 

Has been to us; Though far and wide 
Our paths diverge, yet we have trod, 

Or tried to tread where He doth guide. 


We've many times together stood 
Upon the public platform’s height, 
And plead with children to be good, 


And parents, too, to train them right. 


How many friends we used to know 
Have passed beyond our present sight; 
They’ve gone the way that we must go, 
And dwell, we trust, in mansions bright. 


For Light, and Life, and Love abide 
With all who walk with Jesus here; 

And death is but the opening wide 
Of entrance doors to greater cheer: 


To closer walk with our dear Lord; 
To fellowship with loved ones gone; 

To all that’s promised in His Word; 
To ways that lead forever on. 


Thank God for fellowship with friends 
And all the blessings of His grace; 

We welcome gladly all He sends, 
Until we see Him face to face. 
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Though past life’s noon-time, you and I 
ay sunshine see in afternoon; 
Above us still is God’s blue sky; 


Around us Love and Friendship’s boon. 


And when our westering sun sinks low, 
*Twill be on other lands to shine. 

And may Faith’s ever golden glow 
Make bright the hours of Life’s decline. 


<<¢33 
Sunday School Song 


~ 
GET us join our hearts and voices as the year rolls round, 
Praise the Lord, Praise the Lord. 

With our songs of joyful worship let the earth resound, 
Praise the Lord, Praise the Lord. 

Let us thank Him for the goodness that has led us still; 

Let us pray for strength and grace that we may do His will; 

Then we'll try to make earth better while we work and pray, 

As with duty set to music we go singing on our way. 


CuHorus: 
Let us join our hearts and voices as the year rolls round, 
Praise the Lord, Praise the Lord. 
With our songs of joyful worship let the earth resound, 
Praise the Lord, Praise the Lord. 


We accept the great salvation wrought by Christ our Lord, 
Free to all, Free to all. 

We will tell the world around us of His glorious Word, 
Hear His call, Hear His call. 

We will try to live His Gospel as we journey on, 

And the world will be the brighter as we raise our song. 

Singing, Glory be to Jesus for Salvation free, 

There is life and hope for every soul who unto Him will flee. 


Cuorvus: 
Let us join our hearts and voices as the year rolls round, 
Praise the Lord, Praise the Lord. 
With our songs of joyful worship let the earth resound, 
Praise the Lord, Praise the Lord. 
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To Jesse W. Hatch 


On His 90th Birthday. 


¢ ¢(tYUR days are three score years and ten” 


So spake the prophet old. 
Some few may see four score and ten; 
The tale is quickly told. 


But thou hast passed the prophet’s bound 
By all of half a score. 

What is the secret thou hast found 
That holds thy strength in store? 


Thy life, no doubt, has had its share 
Of sorrow and of joy. 

Thy busy years were filled with care; 
Thy hands ne’er lacked employ. 


Perchance thy gentle, genial ways, — 
Thy kindly word for all, 

Has held the sunshine many days 
Where shadows dark might fall. 


And so, where some, with strenuous strife, 
Have stormy seas to sail, 

The even tenor of thy life. 
Has weathered every gale. 


Thy trust has ever been in Him 
Whose hand ne’er leads astray; 

The Hope is bright, nor ever dim 
The faith that looks away. 
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Though long upon life’s stormy sea 

Thy bark has borne thee on; 
May many years be left to thee 
Ere yet thy voyage be done. 


But soon or late, thy Pilot’s hand 
Will guide thy bark aright; 

And when thou comest to the Land, 
’Twill be the Land of Light. 


As comes the sunset’s golden glow 
After the day is past; 

As comes the sunshine and the bow 
After a sky o’ercast ; 


So when thy westering sun sinks low, 
And life shall near its end, 
May the radiance of the sunset’s glow 


Make Heaven and earth to blend. 


Though past are ninety years to-day, 
Still may the promise bright 

Be ever yours to cheer your way— 

“At evening time it shall be Light.” 


Sowing and Reaping 


For Sunday School Harvest Concert 


@HE promise is old, but it’s faithful and true 
That seed-time and harvest each year will renew. 
And sowing or reaping the promise is sure, 


The Word of our God will forever endure. 


We plow and with labor the soil we prepare: 

We plant the seed ever with patience and care. 

But who gives the sunshine, and who sends the rain? 
From the seed as it perishes, how springs the grain? 


First the blade, then the ear, and the full corn at last 
Stands ready for reaping when summer has passed. 
What faith has the sower upturning the sod, 

That never shall fail him the promise of God! 


O sower, there’s a soil that is deeper than earth; 

There is seed above grain that has infinite worth; 
There is light that gives life more than sunshine at noon: 
There are showers more reviving than raindrops in June. 


The heart is the soil. Its depth who can know? 
The Word of our God is the seed we should sow! 
The light of the Spirit divine is the sun, 

And with showers of grace the harvest is won. 


O sower, plant thickly the seed of the Word, 

May every lone heart with the message be stirred, 
And when the good Lord of the harvest shall come, 
You'll join in the song of the great harvest home. 
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Our Sabbath Home, Farewell 


Written for Newton Baptist Sunday School, February 21, 1886, and sung at 
its Final Session in the Old Church before moving to the New 


(i) SACRED place, our Sabbath home; 
Our hearts with tender memories swell, 
As now the parting hour has come, 
And we must say to thee, farewell. 


Thy walls are plain, butO how dear 

To those who here have learned to tell 
Of sins forgiven, a Saviour near; 

But now dear home, farewell, farewell. 


Unless Thy presence, Lord, we share, 
When we in yonder temple dwell, 
Its lofty walls will not compare 
With these to which we say, farewell. 


O sainted dead, whose lives of trust 
Have o’er this temple cast a spell, 

Go with us now, as go we must, 
And never say to us, “ farewell.” 


The glory of our Sabbath Home 
Be this, that Christ shall in it dwell, 
And never may the moment come 


When He shall say to us, “ farewell.” 


Opening Hymn 
Massachusetts Baptist Sunday School Association, October 26, 1899. 
**O Sing unto the Lord a new song; ’’ 
Lorp or Hosts, whose hand of love 
In all the past has shown our way, 


Again Thy faithfulness to prove, 
We seek Thy help another day. 


Without Thine aid we toil in vain, 
But in Thy strength we never fail ; 
So trusting Thee we come again, 
To plead the prayer that may avail.. 


Give us the wisdom to discern 
The way that best shall help mankind. 
May all our hearts within us burn 


To do the work Thou hast designed. 


We fill Thy courts with thankful praise ; 
But we shall best fulfill our part 
When we to others tell Thy ways, 
And bring Thy presence to each heart. 
/ 


1900 
(HOP of our Fathers, in whose sight 


A thousand years are as one day; 
To whom the centuries in their flight 
Are as the drops of ocean spray 
Upon the shores of time upcast 
To fall again into the sea, 
The sea of God—Eternity— 
And mingle with the mighty Past. 


Omniscient God, Thou knowest all 
That has transpired the centuries through, 
And not a sparrow e’er doth fall 
But Thou dost see and mark it, too. 
We, looking backward o’er the years 
Can see Thy guiding hand so plain 
That now we know ’twas for our gain 
Our path was watered oft with tears. 
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The News 


j OW goes the world?” said the man from Mars, 
Just come to earth from the heavenly stars. 
“ Here’s the morning paper the news supplies, 
Ask me no questions and I'l] tell you no lies.” 
He reads: “Here’s another defalcation 
By a well-known church man, high in station; 
And another still. “Twas a deacon’s son 
Has forged his father’s name and run. 
Surely your world is very bad,” 
Said he. Said I, “I’m very glad 
If only two in a day go wrong. 
Think of the millions who all along 
Life’s troubled way have kept the faith, 
And undisturbed by Mammon’s wraith, 
Patiently, quietly have done their duty, 
And shown true manliness in its beauty.” 
Said he, “ Your paper is full of divorce, 
Of men gone wrong and women worse.” 
Said I, “Just think of the happy homes, 
A thousand faithful to one that roams. 
We read of events that happen rarely, 
But the common things are mentioned barely; 
There are clouds to be sure, but the sun shines through, 
And a thousand hearts are loyal and true 
To the Sun of Righteousness, shining bright, 
And over the earth are spreading His light 
Where one degenerate goes astray 
And wrecks himself and who he may.” 
“Isn't yonder building,” said he, “‘a jail 
To hold the vile whose virtues fail?” 
“Tis true,” said I, “but for every prison 
A hundred church spires have arisen, 
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And earnest souls beneath them pray 

To God for light to show the way; 

How best to help the unfortunate 

And bring about the better state; 

When all men’s weal is each man’s care 

And love and peace reign everywhere. 

Not yet the end, but it’s coming sure 

As God’s in His heaven and His words endure.” 


——_€<¢€3>—__—_ 


Our Past 


**Le meilleur ami a’avoir c’est le passe” 
— M’me. von Krudener 


“Day unto day uttereth speech, and night unto night sheweth knowledge ’’ 


MONG the best of friends that claim us, 
Is a peaceful happy Past, 
Holding naught to ever shame us 
Wheresoe’er our lot is cast. 


Day and evening, night and morning, 
Follow on in endless round; 
Silently and without warning, 
Each is in its order found. 


Each day carries its own burden; 
Lay it down at set of sun. 

Well earned rest shall be thy guerdon; 
Consciousness of work well done. 


Without night no stars would glisten; 
Without clouds no sunset gold; 

Clouds and darkness! Only listen, 
Learn the lesson they enfold. 
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Each day has its sin and sorrow, 
But the grace of Christ can win, 

And His righteousness we borrow, 

Covering all our wayward sin. 


Day to day its speech may utter, 
But across the gulf of night, 

Let no word of trouble mutter 
That shall mar the morning light. 


Yesterdays are gone forever, 
All unchanged their records stay ; 
And tomorrows thou canst never 
Touch till they become to-day. 


As to-day absorbs tomorrow 
Ere it pass to yesterday, 

Stamp it so it speak no sorrow 
To annoy thee on thy way. 


Day to day is ever speaking, 


Night to night doth knowledge show. 


Let us better days be seeking; 
Nights that never shadow know. 


True it is as hath been spoken, 
The best of friends is a good Past. 
Let us live with faith unbroken 
Trusting God while time shall last. 


Youth sees golden days before it; 
Age upon the Past doth gaze; 

Happy they who may restore it 

Full of golden yesterdays. 
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Hymn 
Written for the Recognition Service of Rev. J. P. McCullough 
March 5, 1889, at Newton, Mass. 


Tune: Rockingham 


(i LORD, our Shepherd and our Guide, 
We bless Thee for Thy watchful care; 
That when to Thee Thy people cried, 
Thy love was quick to answer prayer. 


How often in this hallowed place, 

Thy flock bereaved, with Thee did’st plead 
That hitherward might turn the face 

Of him who should thy people lead. 


With care we sought, with prayer we planned, 
And often thought we saw some sign 

Of Thy appointing, then Thy hand 
Was hidden by Thy wise design. 


How blest are they who wait on Thee: 
Thy servant comes in Thine own hour; 
And now, O Lord, why tarry we 


But for Thy presence and Thy power ? 


The harvest waits, the fields are white: 
O lead us on by Thy right hand 

To ever work as in Thy sight, 
A humble, consecrated band. 


Lines on the Birthday of W. W. Main 


WEAR Brother Main, it gives me pain 
To think I didn’t know 
That your birthday was on its way, 
And here or nearly so. 


I haven’t time to write a rhyme, 
For want of leisure thought; 
But I can say I wish the day 
May be with pleasure fraught. 
May many more be held in store 
In our good Father's hand; 
And granted you as they are due, 
While you in service stand. 


On many days, in many ways, 
In many kinds of weather, 

We've had our walk, and then our talk, 
As we went forth together. 

And then we stood as best we could 
Before the gathering throng, 


And tried to tell and thought compel 
Of One who did no wrong. 
You've stumped the state, early and late, 
For God and the Sunday School; 
Now take a rest, it must be best, 
And let your system cool. 
Then let us lunch (a happy bunch ) 
At Crosby’s special table, 
With Tourtelott and Parr; Why not? 
Let’s join them while we're able. 
Then in a trice I'll order rice, 
And you some beef and tater. 
Of gingerbread you've always said 
The corner lot was greater. 
So here’s a health with all the wealth 
That I can give or borrow, 
In every way may each new day 
Bring on a bright to-morrow. 
STEPHEN Moore 
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The Second Mile 


“‘And whosoever shall compel thee to go a mile, go with him twain.”’ Matt. 5:41. 


STERN Duty said “Go walk a mile, 
And help thy brother bear his load ;” 
I walked reluctant, but meanwhile 
My heart grew soft with help bestowed. 


Then Love said “Go another mile,” 
I went, and Duty spake no more: 
But Love arose and with a smile 


Took all the burden that I bore. 


Tis ever thus when Duty calls; 
If we spring quickly to obey; 
Love comes and whatsoe’er befalls 
We're glad to help another day. 


The second mile we walk with joy, 
Heaven’s peace goes with us on the road ; 
So may we all our powers employ 
To help our brother bear his load. 


The Last Leaf 


@ HE last leaf of this handful see; 
Judge not too harshly, pray. 
Not great or grand,— they simply stand 
For simple thoughts astray. 
Some blown by breezes friendly 
Have lodged in hearts of love, 
And some have borne to spirits lorn 


A message from above. 


So hinder not the kind intent 
Which drops these leaves around 


With just a prayer that, here or there, 


Some blessing may be found. 
And now our song is ended, 
And not too soon, we ken, 
So “ Au revoir” friends, near and far; 


We hope to meet again. 


Dear friend as you 
my pages read 

Te keep me cloan 
Qive Special heed 

Don't bend me till 


my muscles crack 


Dont strain me till 


With pencil marks 


dont mar my fece 


‘Dont double leaves 
to mark your place 
Don't lend me to 


y 


your dearest friend 


Return me when 


yo" break my < TPU reach the end jf 
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